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TRUELY ‘OURS 


TELL IT TO TRUE: ONE ASTOR PLAZA, 1515 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10036 


WATERGATE SPLASH 

Andrew St. George’s terrific article 
(“Confessions of a Watergate Burglar,” 
August 1974] kept me spellbound. I 
have always been totally disinterested in 
the whole Watergate affair until St. 
George’s story. 

I served in the Army with Frank Fio- 
rini in Germany and still have the snap- 
shots to prove it. I could hardly believe 
it’s the same person. 

I must compliment St. George on his 
truthful description of Frank—just as I 
knew him. He had a winning smile and 
made friends easily. He was the acknowl- 
edged leader of our group, even though 
he was at least three or four years 
younger than the rest of us. 

I believe I knew Frank well enough to 
know he would never do anything that 
would threaten his country’s security. As 
far as his participation in the Watergate 
mess, I’m sure he was lied to and conned 
into thinking he was serving his country. 

I certainly hope the rest of the Water- 
gate burglars get what’s coming to them 
—and more. 

William Fields 
Benton, Ky. 


Really enjoyed St. George’s story on the 
Watergate. It has been my feeling all 
along that the men who burgled the 
Democratic headquarters were screwed. 
Those burglary orders came from the 
top—or were originated from someone 
real close to the top. St. George almost 
made me feel sorry for these guys—or 
for Frank Sturgis/ Fiorini. 
Larry Blake 
Toledo, Ohio 


SEE SENATOR RUN! 

I was happy and surprised to see 
TRUE do a piece on the “sexiest” sena- 
tor [See the Sexiest Senator Run,” Au- 
gust 1974]. 


We here in Texas think Senator Lloyd 
Bentsen is not only the sexiest senator, 
but our choice for President. 

Prince Aloysha 
Galveston, Tex. 


What a waste of time Franklin Ash- 
ley’s story was. With all the problems 
and crises in the country today, couldn't 
TRUE find a more interesting or rele- 
vant senator than Senator Hollings? He 
says he’s running for President, and all 
he does is answer mail from home, like 
Charley Weaver. 

T. Rivers 
Knoxville, Tenn. 


BARKING AT TRAFFIC 

Just finished reading the drag racing 
story [“The Bow-Wow Crowd Loves 
Harvey the Driver,” August 1974] and 
I’m angry! I dislike people who do this 
kind of racing. It is bad for the image of 
professional drag racing. The men in- 
volved in the sport have worked very 
hard to make it what it is, and this sort 
of thing just ruins it. Street racing is 
what turned off would be spectators of 
the sport. 

I think it’s wrong that a few jerks 
should ruin the sport for others. Why 
don’t they go to the nearest strip and 
race? 

Cliff Michaelson 
Edison, N.J. 


My friends and I really got off on the 

drag strip story. We've all been dragging 

down here for years, but never knew 

how much of a science it is on the streets 

of New York. 

We would all like to thank writer 

Philip Singerman for the great story. 
Bob Linger 
Carlton, Ga. 


PUSSER POWER 

As a native of Tennessee [“The ‘Walk- 
ing Tall’ Sheriff Still Fears for His Life,” 
August 1974], I am not surprised at the 
narrow-minded attitudes of those who 
would turn their heads to Chicago-style 
corruption and vote Pusser out of office. 
On my next trip to Tennessee and Pick- 
wick Dam, I hope to look up Pusser and 
shake his hand. 

Perhaps the people of McNairy 
County are jealous of the ex-sheriff's fi- 
nancial success as well as his intestinal 
fortitude. As for the current sheriff, he 
has a tough act to follow! 

Charles Parker 
Tucson, Ariz. 


NEW ORLEANS JAZZ 

As a native of Louisiana and someone 
who has been living in New Orleans for 
the past 20 years, I'm really pissed about 
one of the articles in your August issue 
[“The Mob Is the Cleanest Thing in Lou- 
isiana,"’ August 1974]. 

Sure we’ve had problems buying the 
New York Times, and sure there’s a 
little corruption in New Orleans. But 
what city doesn’t have corruption? 

B. Oshefis 
New Orleans, La. 


Hooray for the Flower Girl! 
James Barnett 
Baton Rouge, La. 


T-E-A-M, YEA, GARY! 
I read with much interest Al Stump’s 
piece on Gary Davidson [“Hurry! Hurry! 
Hurry! Get Your Red Hot Sports Fran- 
chise Here,” August 1974]. I think any- 
one with the guts and charisma of Gary 
Davidson deserves to make a whopping 
success of the W.F.L. I get the feeling 
that no matter what Mr. Davidson 
touches, it will turn into money. And I 
wish him the best. 

C. Adler 

San Diego, Calif. 
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Vacation in the 


18th Century. 


The change will do you good. 

It will take you back toatime 
as chaotic, yet far more courtly 
than our own. That's why we in- 
vite you to take any three books 
about the 18th Century as your 
introduction to The History Book 
Club. 

Or pick another century, if 
you like. Or indeed any three 
books listed on this page. You get 
all three for 99¢ when you choose 
a fourth at the low member's price. 
Then you simply take four more 
new books in the coming year 
from the 150 offered each month. 

They're easy to take at $2, 
$3 and $4 off bookstore prices. 
And this Club has a Bonus Plan 
that lets you choose any book we 
offer, not just certain ones. 

The History Book Club has 
been serving readers of history 
and world affairs for 28 years. 
Use the coupon to try our kind of 
vacation. You'll find the views 
spectacular. And the fare more 
than reasonable. 

First price is publisher's list. 

Boldface shows member's price. 

141. Wellington: The Years of the Sword 
By Lady Elizabeth Longford. A gripping 
war narrative and warts-and-all portrait 


of the man, by a descendant with access 
to all the family archives. $12.50/$8.75 


270. The Limits of Foreign Policy: 
The West, the League, and the Far 
Eastern Crisis of 1931-33 

By Christopher Thorne. $12.95/$8.95 


104. The Indian Heritage of America 


By Alvin M. Josephy, Jr. $10.00/$7.50 
858. Napoleon Bonaparte; 

An Intimate Biography 

By Vincent Cronin. $12.50/$8.50 


746. Empire of the Steppes: 
A History of Central Asia 
By René Grousset $17.50/$9.95 


340, Landmarks of the American 
Revolution: A Guide to Locating and 
Knowing What Happened at the Sites 


of Independence 
By Mark M. Boatner Iii. $10.00/$7.95 


288. Seven Who Shaped Our Destiny: The 
Founding Fathers as Revolutionaries 
By Richard B. Morris. $8.95/$6.95 


275. Henry Il 

By W. L. Warren. England's enigmatic, 
first Plantagenet king and husband of 
Eleanor of Aquitaine. $20,00/$11.50 


264. The Methodist Revolution 
By Bernard Semmel. $10.95/$7.95 


321. The American Political Tradition: 
And the Men Who Made It 

By Richard Hofstadter. The Pulitzer 
Prize historian's irreverant view of our 
national mythology, from the Founding 
Fathers to FDR. $7.95/$6.95 


872. America at 1750: A Social Portrait 
By Richard Hofstadter. His last book. 


$6.95/$5.80 
771. The World of the 
French Revolution 
By R. R. Palmer. $8.50/$6.75 


|. Richard Hotstadter 


Atierica 21750 Asociatportrit 


284. The Spanish-American 
Revolutions, 1808-26 
By John Lynch. $15.00/$9.95 


671. Medieval History: The Life and 
Death of a Civilization (2nd Edition) 
By Norman F. Cantor. $11.50/ $8.50 


328. The Ordeal of Thomas Hutchinson 

By Bernard Bailyn. Tragic career of the 
hated, last royal governor of Massachu- 
setts — a native American conservative 
adrift in a sea of change. $12.50/$8.75 


312. Political Prisoners in America 

By Ex-Senator Charles Goodell. The fate 
of dissenters from Colonial times to the 
present. $8.95/$7.35 


311. Who Makes War: The 
President Versus Congress 
By Senator Jacob K, Javits. $8.95/$7.35 


339. Revolution and Romanticism 

By Howard Mumford Jones. Their fasci- 
nating interaction and its influence on 
history, from the 18th century to this 
day. $15,00/$9.95 


239. George Washington: Anguish 

and Farewell (1793-1799) 

By James Thomas Flexner. Winner of the 
National Book Award. $15.00/ $9.75 
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Any 3 books 99¢ 


(Retail value up to $52.50) 


SES SR SSSR EE SS SS ee eee 
The History Book Club 
Stamford, Connecticut 06904 
Please enroll me as a trial member and send me the books whose 


numbers | enter below. Bill those on the left at 99¢ for all three and the 
fourth at the low member's price — plus modest shipping charges. 


ae ar ae es 


Within two weeks, | may return the books at your expense and owe 
nothing. Or | will take four more books within a year, always at reduced 


member's prices plus shipping. Thereafter, | may resign at any time. 
TR-11S 

Print Name 

Address — 

City = = State Zip —_ 


In Canada: Mail to The History Book Club, 16 Overlea Bivd., Toronto M4H 146, Ont. 


A note on how the Club works: Every four weeks, you receive our 
Review and a dated reply card. !f you want the Editors’ Choice, do noth- 
ing: the book will come automatically. To order a different book or no 
book, return the card by specified date. You will have at least 10 days to 
make your choice — but if you get an unwanted book because of late 
mail, we guarantee return postage. 
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WHEN YOU LEFT 
THE HAIR STYLIST 
YOU LOOKED GREAT. 


BUT THE NEXT 
i a MORNING...UGH. 


BRYLCREEM SHOWS YOU 
HOW TO DO 
WHAT THE STYLIST DID, 
IN 4 EASY STEPS. 


1. 

Styled hair needs to be groomed 
from scratch every day. Start with a 
shampoo, one that will not damage 
your hair when used every day. Like 
Brylcreem Once-A-Day Shampoo. 
It's pH is close to that of your scalp, 
so it cleans without disturbing your 
natural chemistry. 


2 
Towel-dry until damp. The next 
step is blow-drying, but first protect 
your hair against heat by massaging in 
a little Brylcreem, the conditioning 
hairdressing. Use an amount no larger 
than the nail of your little finger. 


3. 

Now, get out your blow-dryer. The 
idea is to dry your hair and back-comb 
it at the same time, fora full, styled 
look. Lift and dry from nape to crown, 
up the sides, across the top, against 
your hair's natural growth pattern. 
Thoroughly dry one section at a time, 
using your dryer’ s “cool” or “style” 
setting. 


4. 

Place your hair as you wish, with 
just a brush. Then spray your hairstyle 
in place. If your hair is thick and hard 
to hold, use Brylcreem Power Hold® 
for extra long-lasting hold. If it's 
thinner, use Brylcreem Soft Hair® with 
Protein for firm hold with the 
conditioning benefits of protein. Spray 
lightly, keeping the can in motion. 

Your hair looks terrific. And so do 
you. Thanks to what your stylist did 
yesterday. And what the Brylcreem 
group did today. 


? ‘ “4 e 
1 ® 
Bosse 


HOME-STAKE PRODUCTION CO. 
RIP-OFF 

What do a bunch of show-biz types 
like Jack Benny, Barbra Streisand and 
Bobby Dylan have in common with a 
bunch of high-powered, big-biz types 
like board chairmen Walter B. Wriston 
of First National City Bank, Donald 
M. Kendall of Pepsico, Richard Oelman 
of National Cash Register and J. Stan- 
ford Smith of International Paper? 

In addition to their being superstars 
of U.S. business and entertainment, 
they're all super suckers of the century. 
Together with another 2000 or so simi- 
larly accomplished luminaries, they’ve 
allegedly been ripped off to the tune of 
$100,000,000 in what may be the big- 
gest swindle in the history of Wall Street. 

The sucker list includes TV’s Barbara 
Walters, chairman Russell W. McFall of 
Western Union, singer Andy Williams, 
former board chairman Fred J. Borch of 
General Electric and U.S. Senator Jacob 
K. Javits. All of them were hapless in- 
vestors in the Home-Stake Production 
Co., a would-be “tax shelter” that just 
turned out to be a simple variation on 
the oldest con game in finance. 

Home-Stake was supposed to be an oil 
exploration company where the big- 
money types could invest their money 
for a fancy tax write-off. Instead, it 
turned out to be just another Ponzi 
scheme. A Ponzi scheme gets its name 
from Boston swindler Charles Ponzi, 
who first came up with the idea more 
than half a century ago. In a classic 
Ponzi game, the investors’ money is 
never invested in anything. Early inves- 
tors are paid “gains” out of the money 
that later investors put up. The purest 
operations are chain letters and pyramid 
sales promotions. Any investment vehicle 
can be, or can turn into, a Ponzi swindle, 
so long as new money keeps coming in. 
Versions in recent years have included 
offshore mutual funds, commodity op- 
tions, and cattle investment clubs. 

So how did all these high-powered 
people—particularly the so-called finan- 
cial experts among them—get roped in? 
Mainly because most of them have more 
money than they know what to do with. 
Long about income tax time, when most 
of us are taking our standard deductions 
and adding up our medical bills, these 
are the people who are looking for ways 
to charge off hundreds of thousands of 
dollars. One way is to invest in what the 
tax consultants call a “shelter.” That's a 
sort of “heads I win, tails the govern- 
ment loses” kind of proposition where 
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the investment (in this case a company 
that was supposed to be looking for new 
oil fields) is completely tax deductible 
and the profits, if there are any, are only 
taxed at the 25 percent capital gains rate. 
What happens if the entire investment 
goes down the drain? Oh well, write the 
whole thing off and look for something 
else. 

All of which may help to explain why 
even the biggest “losers” in the scheme 
(Jack Benny reportedly dropped $300,- 
000, while GE's Borch went down for 
$440,920) aren't really complaining. 

There’s a chance, though, that the last 
laugh will be had by us ordinary folk. 
The Internal Revenue Service has yet to 
be heard from, but there’s more than an 
even chance that it will logically claim 
that a tax shelter ain’t a tax shelter when 
it’s a rip-off, and that the losses aren’t 
deductible ater all. If so, prepare your- 
selves for some moaning that will make 
President Nixon’s blues song about his 
tax problems sound like an up-tempo 
nonsense tune. —Dan Rosen 


RADIO’S AIR WAR 

The busy, esoteric quest of the nation’s 
radio stations to find new ways to sound 
exactly alike has reached a level of un- 
precedented public drama in New York. 


Never has a city been treated to such a 
widely heralded game of disc-jockey mu- 
sical chairs as is being played at WNBC, 
the NBC network’s flagship station. 

Top-40 music radio is a crazy busi- 
ness—all similar tunes and faceless voices 
and ratings guesswork. Nobody knows 
what really makes people listen to one 
station as opposed to another; nobody 
listening knows whether he is hearing a 
tape or a person; disc jockeys in their 
air-locked studios don’t know whom 
they’re talking to or if they’re talking to 
anybody. 

But behind all that is a serious and 
expensive business With internecine war- 
fare and personnel thievery and battles 
over $100,000 contracts. Usually that is 
a private matter. But WNBC-—for years 
one of the lower-rated stations—has gone 
public with it. The publicity started a 
couple of years ago when WNBC hired 
Don Imus, perhaps the nation’s most 
outrageous and irreverent big-time jock, 
to do the morning show. Over the 
WNBC microphone, Imus treated his 
fiock not only to his wild and indiscrim- 
inate satires, but also to news of his 
personal dealings and feelings about his 
employer. He announced his salary—as 
more than $100,000 or more than $200,- 

(to page 13) 
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"Td fix it myself if f only 


Audel books show you, step by step, the 


> b tricks of a hundred trades—and how to do 
them. Their illustrations, photos and dia- 
a grams make every step easy to understand 

Think of the times you've paid someone to and follow. 
do a job that took less than an hour and — Here are best-sellers in four areas that 
cost a small fortune. make problems for most home owners, 
All because you didn’t know how to do it They'll pay for themselves over and over. 


yourself. Don’t be without them. 


_ APPLIANCES CARPENTRY — PLUMBING 
le an. eee 


Oil Burners Home Refrigeration & Air Conditioning 
Complete information on installing, op- Useful and practical information on 
erating, troubleshooting and maintain- operation, servicing and repairing of 
ing all types of oi! burners. A book that modern household refrigerators and air 


Carpenters & Builders Library (3rd Edtn.) Plumbers and Pipe Fitters Library 


covers the field. conditioners. Covers auto air condition- Four profusely illustrated volumes cov- A valuable 3-volume set of guides that 
HonZaISt) Saori ee $5.50 ers, too. ering tools, steel square, joiners, build- covers every aspect of modern plumbing 
No! 23139. 2005 oe oe $7.95 ers math, plans, specifications, layouts, and pipe fitting practices with easy-to- 


foundations, framing, millwork, power understand instructions, pictures, dia- 
i tools, paint. Here's how ta do all grams and charts. Here are all the prin- 
and repair of all types of electric motors. Handy and practical ‘‘how-to’’ instruc- forms of home carpentry, building con- ciples, advances and shortcuts of the 
Includes principles of operation plus tions for servicing, repairing, assem- struction and woodworking with short- plumbing and heating trade to save you 
data on motor starters and control bling, wiring and testing practically all cuts and solutions from the experience time and money. 

apparatus. home appliances. of top carpenters and builders. No. 23155 (3-volume set) .... . $13.50 


NOs ZSL5O) moss. srt tre ent $6.95 No. 23016 .......,.......5. $6.95 : No. 23169 (4-volume set) ....$18.50 


——_ 


Electric Motors : 
A guide to the installation, maintenance Home Appliance Servicing 


—_— 


BUILDING 
MAINTENANCE 


Radio and TV Library ings contained in the National Electrical 


43 : < A two-volume library that covers all you Code. An equall luable pui 
Motorcycle Service Manual motor operator. Contains all data needed need to know about radio and TV. The homeowners a Wallin able eaice 
A two-volume set that provides detailed for maintenance, adjusting and repair- books—Radioman’s Guide (3rd Edition) No, 23190 ..................$5. 
tune-up, maintenance and repair infor- ing all types of outboard motors. and Television Service Manual (3rd Edi- Go unas Maint 
mation on all popular U.S. and foreign No. 23168 ..............502, $4.95 tion)—provide basic step-by-step guid- POUNDS IAT aNeS. 


A comprehensive guide to the proper 
care of flowers and house plants, lawns, 
shrubs and trees, insect and rodent con- 
trol, maintenance of walls and roads on 
large and smaller properties, 


F. Is; 
Tey lave, 7 Stoke Motel: gato Engine Tune-Up (2nd Eaton) 


Shows how each system in an engine 
No. 20897) (2 vols.) <= -<7--- $10.50 works, and how to maintain it at its best. 
This practical how-to-do-it manual can 


ance for the operation, troubleshooting 
and repair of radio, black and white and 
color TV sets. The books may be bought 
in combination, or separately. 


vee a Hse aaen| need to $ave money for you, over and over. pe ek Ne Library..$11.50 No. 23186 .. _.. $7.95 

service virtually any two-or-four cycle NO. 23181 .................. $5.95 Grd Edition) elevision Service we ict Building Maintenance 

engine in use today. Covers 461 basic Automobile Guide (3rd Edition) Be OG SEES ST ‘ How to solve maintenance problems in 

models, A practical reference and guide for No. 23163—Radioman's Guide modern office, educational and com- 

No. 20988 .......,...,......$5,95 servicemen and owners. Hundreds of (3rd Edition) .................$5.95 mercial buildings, Covers electrical sys- 
working diagrams covering construction, House Wiring tems, carpentry, plumbing and roof re- 

Outboard Motors and Boating service and repairs of modern cars. Easy-to-understand directions for all pairs, fumigation, etc. 

Essential knowledge for every outboard No. 23192 .. $8.95 phases of house wiring. Interprets rul- No. 23140 ............. .. $5.95 


Audel publishes many other books for mechanics, 
engineers, students, hobbyists and do-it-yourself- 
ers. Some may fit your needs better than the ones 
we offer here. They're all fully described in our 
free catalog. Send for it. 


SEND NO MONEY — ‘0-DAY FREE EXAMINATION 


Teacoore mca ‘ Co.—Self apo veriAGE Pua spate since 1879 TR: 104 [[] 23151 [] 23169 
t treet, Indi is, Indi 4626) 
est 62nd Street, Indianapolis, Indiana [23150 [23155 


Please mail me for 10 days' FREE EXAMINATION the books | have 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE ive at ought ous Rema eo in a6 days for each Pcs or _ (_] 23133 [23161 

ordered and to further mai! % of the purchase price 30 days later, wit 

balance plus shipping costs to be mailed within another 30 days. | may LJ 23016 L) 23162 


H | 

l | 

| | 

| 

Send no money! We'll send you any Audel afl 7 + 

Guides for 10-day FREE EXAMINATION. If | monty higher for refund if not completely satisfied. Canadian prices (20897 [] 23163 
| Save shipping costs. Check here (] if you enclose full payment (plus sales [j 20988 [] 23190 | 
| | 
| | 
H | 
J 


you keep em you may use our easy pay- 
rant pans it bet completely satisfied, return tax, if any). We will pay postage charges. You have same return privilege. (J) 23168 [23186 
THEODORE AUDEL & CO — ——————SSa SS () 23181 [| 23140 
. ee 
Division of wach (J 23192 


Howard W. Sams & Co., Inc. SS —————— eS eee 


i? Indianapolis, Indiana 46268 Cn es es es ey es Ses ce ee es Oe ee se ee a ee ee ee ee 
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Take up to $43.90 worth of 
hunting, fishing and shooting 
books-=-all for S 


Choose any 4 of these top 
outdoor books for a total of 
just $1 when you join the 


OUTDOOR LIFE BOOK CLUB. 


Your only obligation is to buy 
just two additional books in the 
next year at savings of 30% to 60%! 


HEN a top professional puts it all down in a book, you learn 

things it would take a lifetime to pick up on your own. That’s the 

kind of information you get from the books on this page—savvy that 

see will add lots of new action to your enjoyment of your favorite outdoor 

i Ey sports. And by joining the Club, you always get the books you want 
med at savings of 30% to 60% off the publishers’ retail prices. 


Begin now by picking any 4 books 
selling for up to $43.90 — all for just $1! 
Books written by the country’s top experts .. . John T. Amber, Jack 
O’Connor, Clyde Ormond—famous sportsmen whose experience and 
know-how have earned them the respect of their fellow professionals 
| and enthusiasts. 

Each book is fully illustrated and sturdily bound to last a lifetime. 
And, remember, virtually all books offered by the Outdoor Life Book 
Club are exactly the same as those sold by the publisher—same paper, 
binding, printing, and jacket. Everything is the same except the 
discount price. 
| How your club works 
Send no money now. Simply fill in and mail the attached card and 
include the numbers of the four books that interest you most. You'll 
be billed later for just $1 plus postage and handling. About every four 
weeks you'll receive a Club bulletin describing the coming selection 
and alternate books. If you want the selection, do nothing; it will be 
sent to you automatically. If you don’t wish to receive the selection 
or want alternate books, simply indicate your wishes on the special 
form enclosed with the bulletin and return the form by the date 
indicated. To maintain all membership privileges, you need buy only 
two discount-priced selections per year. You may cancel your mem- 
bership at any time after buying just two selections in your first year. 

Bonus! With every selection you accept, you'll receive an exciting 
surprise gift! It may be a hunting map, target pad, camping item— 
a handy, practical gift you'll look forward to and enjoy. 


THE SECRIVTE 
or THE FC 


647. THE SECRET LIFE OF THE 
FOREST. Discover the quiet miracles 
all around you in the forest; 200 
color drawings. Retail: $7.95 


664. THE ARENA OF LIFE. Over 250 
wildlife photos and fascinating text 
On ecology; explore interrelation- 
ships of living things. Retail: $15.00 


671. EXPERTS’ BOOK OF SHOOT- 
ING SPORTS. Experts share tech- 
niques of rifle, target shooting, big- 
game hunting, handgunning, skeet 
shooting. Illustrated instructions. 
Retail: $9.95 


677. NUNAGA. Rugged true-life ex- 
periences of a ‘'whiteman" living 
among the Eskimos. 8 pages of color 
photos. Retail: $7.95 


063. THROUGH THE FISH'S EYE. 
Outwit fresh and salt-water fish by 
learning their anatomy, physical 
abilities, weak points, behavior. 
Retail: $7.95 


681.1974 GUN DIGEST. With all 
new articles, almost 200 pages of 
charts, specs and test reports, hun- 
dreds of illus. Retail: $7.95 


675. TIME OF THE BUFFALO. The 
violent and thrilling story of the 
American buffalo, and the men who 
hunted them to near extinction. 
Retail: $10.00 


676. JOY OF CAMPING. Guide to 
choosing tents, sleeping bags, back- 
packs, clothing, food, stoves. Skills 
in canoeing, making camp, more. 
Retail: $8.95 


003. COMPLETE BOOK OF FLY 
FISHING. Top expert Joe Brooks 
reveals his casting, chumming, fresh 
and salt water secrets, Retail: $5.95 


016. COMPLETE BOOK OF SHOOT- 
ING by Jack O'Connor, Roy Dunlap, 
Alex Kerr, Jeff Cooper. Step-by-step 
use of rifles, shotguns and hand- 
guns. Retail: $7.95 


045. WHITETAIL: FUNDAMENTALS 
AND FINE POINTS FOR THE 
HUNTER by George Mattis. Sharpen 
your skills and strategy on snow or 
bare ground. Retail: $7.95 


009. COMPLETE BOOK OF HUNT- 
ING by Clyde Ormond. Game data 
Plus tips on skinning, dressing, 
range estimation, ammo and guns. 
Retail: $7.95 


684. BACKCOUNTRY CAMPING by 
Bill Riviere. A practical guide to 
back-packing and backwoods camp- 
ing. Recommended equipment and 
techniques for enjoying our wilder- 
ness areas. Illustrated. Retail: $6.95 


672. TRAILS OF A WILDERNESS 
WANDERER by Andy Russell. A con- 
temporary frontiersman’s adventures 
as a cowboy, broncbuster, trapper, 
guide and outfitter, rancher, and 
wildlife photographer. Retail: $6.95 


669. THE SILENCE OF THE NORTH. 
A young woman, armed only with an 
antique .30-30 Winchester and an 
unwavering will to survive, chal- 


lenges a cruel and untamed wilder- 
ness in one of the most exciting true 
adventures you will ever read. 
Retail: $5.95 ; 


MAIL ATTACHED CARD TODAY or writeto QUTDOOR LIFE BOOK CLU 


44 Hillside Ave. 
Manhasset, N.Y. 11030 
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. SenieG Nad 
“match Gil atte. ae 
Super. Sta ness. 0 bal 4 er lastit 

Platinum-Plus® blades. No blades shave 
‘smoother. No blades shave closer. That's — 

- probably why-more men use Gillette than. — 
all other double-edge blades combined. ets 
» Somebody else's blade in our razor? it’ 3, ao 


the unkindest cut of all. 
‘If you don't have the blades, 
you dont have the shave. 


Gillette 
SUPER STAINLESS [Cpe ee 


» The Gillette Company, Boston, Mass 
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000, or whatever figure he liked at the 
moment—threatened to quit if the station 
didn’t meet further demands, or stop in- 
terfering with his show, and so on. He 
was written up in a host of national mag- 
azines, including the late Life. 

Station Manager Perry Bascomb and 
Program Director Pat Whitley not only 
tolerated this, but called for more. More 
was Wolfman Jack, the notorious howler 
and growler, rock-music icon, and a star 
of the film American Graffiti. Brought 
in from California to do the evening 
show, Wolfman came to WNBC with 
even greater publicity than Imus. One 
national magazine, Oui, even had the 
temerity to suggest that Wolfman might 
unseat in the ratings the king himself, 
fast-talking, teeny-bopper hero Cousin 
Brucie Morrow of WABC, who for 
years had claimed the largest evening 
audience in all of radio. 

Cousin Brucie had suffered silently his 
disdain for Imus and all his publicity, 
but the attention given his new evening 
rival got to him. He called Wolfman a 
“degenerate” and the whole operation at 
WNBC a bunch of over-publicized un- 
professionals, at best. 

But no sooner had Wolfman settled in 
than he was out (his wife had insisted 
they return to sunny California). And 
the greatest overpublicization was yet to 
come. Wolfman was replaced at WNBC. 
by Cousin Brucie himself, “I was such a 
folk hero there,” Brucie said, “that they 
couldn’t believe I'd leave. They still can’t 
believe it. WNBC offered me a lot more 
money and more freedom.” 

WNEC is still struggling its way up 
through the ratings, still some giant 
steps below WABC. What happens if 
Brucie’s huge audience doesn’t follow 
him to WNBC? “Then I'm in a lot of 
trouble,” said Program Director Whit- 
ley, who seems to enjoy his predicament. 
Whitley, a former disc jockey himself, 
has taken another step to build WNBC’s 
listening audience. Advertisements rec- 
ommend that lonely housewives dial 
999-6262 in New York. Those who do 
hear the anonymous, deep-throated, lan- 
guid, suggestive. taped voice of Whitley: 
“Hi. I think you are the most exciting 
woman that I’ve ever met, And I often 
wonder if the real man in your life 
really realizes how lucky he is. I do. I’m 
so glad that you called. And when you 
think that nobody else really cares, 
please remember, NBC radio. . . does.” 

Whitley says that thousands of women 
have called in. “It’s supposed to be a 
joke,” he said, “but people are taking it 
seriously. Who the hell knows what 
turns people on?” 

Or what causes them to turn radios 
off—Richard Woodley 


HAVING A BALL 

Freelance writer Sam Merrill, research- 
ing a baseball story that will appear in 
an upcoming TRUE, was sitting one 
night in the press photographers box in 
Cincinnati. Bobby Bonds of the San 
Francisco Giants swung at the game’s 
first pitch and sliced a vicious foul off 
the barrier next to the photographers. 

“Hey, this must be a pretty dangerous 
seat with a lefty up,” I said. 

“Last year when the Phillies were in 
town,” Jack Klumpe of United Press In- 
ternational told me, “Bob Feldman of 
AP was changing a lens and somebody 
hit a line foul that took off one of his 
balls.” 

“Excuse me?” 

“He’s all right now, but if you notice, 
none of the photographers in Riverfront 
Stadium carries more than one lens 
any more.” 

I checked around. Jack was right. 

“One lens, two balls,” he said. “That's 
my philosophy.” 

Seems reasonable. 


BARBARIANS AT THE FENCES 
Andrew Wahl, of Fairview, Iowa, has 
collected more than 300 yarieties of 
barbed wire since he got hooked on the 
hobby 34 years ago. One of hundreds of 
spiked-fence fanciers who call them- 
selves “barbarians,” Wahl says fences 
are a link to the past. “Without barbed 
wire, we wouldn’t have been able to 
settle the West,” he says. Another collec- 
tor, Chuck Shytles of Texas, agrees: 
“Four things won the West—the Colt 
pistol, the windmill, the Winchester rifle, 
and barbed wire.” 

Where do present-day “barbarians” lo- 
cate strands of antique barbed wire? 
Charles Crowder, a well-known Nevada 
collector, says he’s picked up his best 
specimens near ghost towns. Nineteenth- 
century burial grounds are also likely 
places, since most were surrounded by 
barbed barriers—the cheapest fencing 
available. Other collectors walk miles of 
railroad track, since almost all railroad 
companies strung rolls of barbed wire to 
prevent animals from ending up on loco- 
motive cow-catchers. 

After collecting, barb buffs spend 
hours categorizing their wires. Twists, 
kinks. triangles, points, ties, studs, rib- 
bons, teeth, thorns, flats, rods, spurs, 
diamonds, arrows, plates, clips—the cate- 
gories are endless. 

Some barbarians even manage to 
“fence” their barbed treasures. Bill Sloan 
of the Texas Barbed Wire Association 
sold Neiman-Marcus of Dallas 4000 
gold-plated barbed-wire swizzle sticks— 
at the prickly price of eight dollars a set. 
—wWilliam Carmichael 


SOCIAL INSECURITY 


You might think that replacing a lost 
Social Security card would be easy. I 
lost mine, and when I called the local 
S.S. office, a clerk informed me that I 
would have to send her a letter request- 
ing a new card and listing my old num- 
ber, if I knew it. “You'll have a new 
card in six weeks,” she said cheerfully. 

“Why so long?” T asked. 

“Because that’s how long it takes,” 
she snapped. 

I decided to go directly to the S.S. 
office to speed things up. There were 
police in front of the building. One of 
them, with a walkie-talkie in his hand, 
said, “We can’t take any more people up 
there. It’s a mob scene. Please get on 
that bus.” He pointed to a bus parked 
in front of the building. “It’s leaving in 
a couple of minutes for the downtown 
Social Security office.” 

I got on the bus with a load of senior 
citizens. We waited five minutes, then 
the driver told us to get off the bus and 
go upstairs. There was room for us now. 

Upstairs, hundreds of old people hud- 
dled together like refugees. A huge 
guard snarled at us, “Go to the right 
and wait.” 

“T won't wait,” T yelled back, and rang 
for the elevator. He suddenly calmed 
down and asked me if I had lost my 
card, I nodded, and he told me to go to 
the left, where I wouldn’t have to wait 
so long. 

At the desk, a clerk handed me card 
No. 147. “You mean there are 146 peo- 
ple ahead of me?” IT asked. He told me 
to take a seat. A whole new swarm of 
people arrived, Yugoslavians who didn't 
speak English. Their interpreter ex- 
plained that these men wanted tempo- 
rary S.S. numbers in order to work. 

About an hour later, after the Yugo- 
slavians were through, the clerk called 
my number. “You'll have your new card 
in about four days,” he said politely. 

“But when I called here,” I said, “T 
was told that it would take six weeks if 
T applied by mail.” 

“That's right,” the clerk said. “You 
know how slow the mails are these 
days.” —L.B. 


NOT SO CHILLY 

Abortions and the pill may be decimat- 
ing the population, but not in Chile. 
After the coup in September 1973, a 
nightly curfew was enforced from 8 p.m. 
to 5:30 a.m, Nightlife came to an abrupt 
end. Result: nine months after the cur- 
few was begun, there was a birth explo- 
sion. “Husbands go straight home from 
work,” said a disgruntled pub owner, 
“and what can you do at home after 
supper except make love?”—L.B, 
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Black = Decker Power Jig Saw 
Does straight, curved and scroll cuts in 
wood, metal, plastic. Burnout-protected 
motor, double-insulated for safety. Cuts 


1” hardwood, 11/2" soft- 8 9 re) 
e 


wood. 3200 spm. 7504 


International 9” Table Saw 


Complete with motor, stand and wing 
extensions for big 22x32" work space. 
Develops 1'/a hp to rip 2” stock at 3450 


See 360 159.99 


Fingertip selector for high (140 watt) 
or low(100 watt) output. High-efficiency 
tip of pure pre-tinned copper. Light illu- 


minates work, makes sol- 
dering fast and easy. 8200 7 e 77 


Waller: 2-Heat Solder Gun 


Six tools in one! 15" jig saw has power 
take-off for attachments (extra) to sand, 
buff, drill, rout, carve. Great for begin- 


wpindXi8'area 71 BO.9D 


SKULL yjuiti-Use Xtra Tool 


Forward-reverse drill speed, 0-850 rpm, 
plus hammering action 33,750 blows 
per min. Drills, drives screws, hammer- 


chisels, hammer-drills. 
4 free access. *%/4". 599 49.99 


CRUTESP Wet ’n Dry Vac 


Power to vacuum dirt, debris or water 
from home, car, patio or pool. 8 gal. dry 
capacity, 6 gal. wet. Automatic shut-off 


protects motor. Hose, 
dolly, extensions. 171650 44 e 9 5 


REMINGTON Gas Chain Saw 


There are 4500 True Value Stores in 50 states. 


SKUL T/A Circular Saw 
4| Burnout-protected, develops 11/2 hp. 
Depth-bevel controls to 45°. Locking safety 
switch, safety guard. 1697.......... 27.99 


Workshop Space Maker 


(8) At-a-glance organizer for tools and 
small parts. Baked-on finish, steel frame. 
27 drawers in 3 sizes. 2/C.......... 10.99 
OR fecrwel a) 2-Speed Jig Saw Kit 
‘c|) Easy cuts in wood, metal, plastic. 
Double-insulated. 45° tilting base. With 
case, edge guide, blades. 90968...... 18.88 


OR Fees! .,, 4-Speed Drill Press 
ip} 11" cap. Ys hp. motor, 4-step spindle 


and pulleys, V-belt, lamp, 5 machine spur 
bits, safety chuck key. 11-073...... 159.99 


OD icrctone: Powerful %s" Drill 
\£| Double-insulated, shockproof. Double- 


reduction gears. Capacity: %/s” steel, %/4" 
wood. 1000 rpm. 4100 .............. 9.99 


ADFULLER/ Adjustable Wrench 


iF, Mechanic’s quality, homeowner priced. 
Drop forged chrome alloy steel, heavy- 
duty thin pattern, fully ground. 10”. .3.44 


Electric fingertip starter has recharge- 
able 12V battery. Weighs only 8'/2 lbs., 
12” bar cuts trees up to 2 ft. thick. Auto- 
matic chain oiling, cushion hand grips. 
Check our low price. 


COTTER & COMPANY, Warehouse Distributors. 100% Member-Owned; Chicago; Cleveland; Philadelphia; Los Angeles; Portland, Ore.; Manchester, N.H.. 
Prices may vary and are subject to change without notice. Space may prevent some participating True Value Stores from stocking all items. Most famous name 
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values from partici- 
pating True Value 
Hardware Stores. 
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Get your “Fall | 
Shopper” Circular, 3 
full of timely 7 


Look under “Hardware” in the classified ca phone directory. 
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‘Pop’ Rivetool Kit 
The 1-minute fixer-fastener for leather, 
canvas, metal, wood, many materials. 
With interchangeable nosepieces for 


setting Ys" and 36" 3 69 
° 


rivets, included. K110 


Handy Labelmaker 
Personalize your tools. Great, too, for 
back-to-school, hunting and camping 
gear, even clothes. Kit comes with self- 


adhesive vinyl and cloth D) 4 4 
e 


tapes. Easy to use. 1/60 


Power Point 


HIGH SPEED ORILL SET 


popes 


&> Hi-Speed Drills 


ey : 
Tap And Die Set 


REMINGTON Limb ’n Trim 


Lightweight electric chain saw. Easy to 
handle, perfect for homeowners. Double- 
insulated and well-balanced for safety in 
use. 134 hp, 8” saw cuts limbs up to 16” 
diameter. Check our low price. 


Complete 13-pe. set includes sizes 1/16” 
to 1/s" plus center punch and carry case. 
Long-wearing, hardened points zip thru 


wood and metals. Fit 3 99 


any electric drill. L8D13 


Mezurlok® Tape 
25-ft. power-return blade locks in place 
for accurate readings. Lightweight 
chrome-plated case. Epoxy-coated blade, 


self-adjusting end hook, 4 7 7 
° 


removable belt clip. ¥25 


14-pe. set includes most popular sizes 
with T-handle wrench and die stock. 
Precision-cut threads, heat treated 


and tempered for long 
wear. Sturdy case. 1D14S 1 2 ° 99 


food 

Fiber Glass Tape 

All new! Tape is woven for more 
strength, less distortion. PVC coating 
keeps it clean, kink-free. Moisture- 
proof for use on all terrain. Reel wind. 


100 ft. 706...12.88 50 ft. 703...7.88 


Kansas City; Atlanta; and Dallas serving over 4500 True Value Hardware Members who own their stores, set their prices and reserve the right to limit quantities. 
brands illustrated are also available at many other hardware stores. For honest values and better service. . 


.shop at a hardware store. Prices expire Nov. 4, 1974 
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BY JOHN DU BARRY 


NOT-SO-MERRY WIDOWS 


Fixed in English and other European 
languages is the word suttee. It came from 
a similar-sounding Hindustani word derived 
in turn from 3000-year-old Sanskrit sati 
meaning “faithful wife.” But suttee denotes 
a gruesome reality: the Hindu “faithful 
wife” burned herself to death on her 
deceased husband's funeral pyre. Supposedly 
she went with him into the hereafter, In this 
belief the Hindus were not alone; various 
other peoples—including Scandinavians, 
Egyptians, Chinese, Pacific islanders, and 
Africans—used to honor dead chiefs by 
dispatching their widows to keep them 
company. 

Surprisingly, in the New World one 
little-known tribe of Indians on the North 
American continent developed a kind of 
near-suttee. The Takullis, in the interior of 
what would become British Columbia, laid 
out a dead man, clothed and surrounded by 
his personal possessions, on a prepared pile 
of firewood. His widow lay down at the foot 
of the pile. There she stayed as the flames 
rose until she could endure the scorching 
heat no longer. She got up and stood near 
with head bowed; wailing mourners 
repeatedly pushed her against the pyre, 
from which she recovered as best she could, 
sometimes badly burned. From the ashes, 
relatives gathered bones and put them in a 
leather bag, much like a modern woman’s 
handbag, which was hung from the widow’s 
neck. Clad in rags, with face dirt-smeared 
and head shaved, she became the scorned 
and abused work-slave of her husband's 
family. Her servitude lasted two or three 
years before the family could afford a 
potlatch—a great feast and gift-giving 
party—that commemorated her husband. 
She then regained respected status. 

The Takulli custom of widows carrying 
husbands’ bones led early French traders 
to name the tribe the Carrier Indians—the 
name still borne by present-day tribal 
survivors. “Carrying” died out under 
missionary influence in the mid-1800s. The 
Hindu suttee had been banned by an 
English governor in India in 1829. In the 
Himalayan kingdom of Nepal, however, 
sultee didn’t end until the beginning of this 
century. 


SLOW STREAK 


Barely had male streaking climaxed at one 
American college in a spring outburst of 
1200 nude bodies—headlined as the world 
record—when men met halfway around 
the globe for a bigger naked gathering that 
went unreported. It happened at Hardwar, 
a holy city of India. Thousands of Hindu 
wandering ascetics, or sadhus, assembled 
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with a million pilgrims for a great religious 
bath in the sacred Ganges River. Notable 
among the sadhus, who wear little clothing, 
were austere naga sannyasis (“naked un- 
worldly ones”), who wear nothing. To open 
the ceremony, the sadhus formed a long 
procession to the bathing place with some 
2000 “naked unworldly ones” leading. They 
didn’t run; they marched in solemn dig- 
nity: stark nude, shaggy as buffaloes in 
matted uncut hair and beard, skin smeared 
with ashes. Being powerful men, they were 
well endowed by nature. But, vowed to 
celibacy, they gazed straight ahead, 
unheedful of the many women in the multi- 
tude of pilgrims lining the procession 
route. In India, the naga sannyasis’ slow 
streak has always been looked upon as 
saintly ... the exact opposite of America’s 
campus scampers. 


DESERT DOODS 

Of all places to fish, the most implausible 
spot is surely the Sahara desert. In a north- 
erly region of sand dunes lie three small 
lakes in which a tiny shrimp, Artemia 
salina, thrives and grows to about one- 
eighth-inch long. Desert people known as 
Dauada, numbering just a few hundred, 
wade knee-deep and swing hand nets to 
scoop up the shrimp. They have been doing 
it for untold generations, living on and 
selling the product to other Sahara dwell- 
ers. The shrimp are pounded to a black 
paste that is molded into fist-sized balls and 
dried in the sun. Travelers report that it 


tastes like bad caviar and smells worse. 
Saharans relish this unique fishery product, 
but they don’t think of it as such. To 

them the shrimp is a worm—in local 
dialect, a dood, from which the people's 
name derives. Daiada means “wormer- 
men”; the concept and term “fishermen” 
has yet to penetrate the almost waterless 
Sahara, 


A WHOLE OLD BALL GAME 

The world’s most distinguished game of 
football is played each year, not in a super 
stadium, but in a small English town named 
Ashbourne. Most distinguished, that is, if 
you allow that it’s the loosest, broadest and 
longest, oldest, lengthiest, largest, fiercest 
contest of all. On Shrove Tuesday, which 
falls usually in February, Ashbourne 
(population 5656) closes its stores, knocks 
off work, clears the streets, and prepares 
for a football classic that has endured 

for more than two centuries, In the center of 
town, some local or visiting dignitary 

puts into play a large leather sphere stuffed 
with cork shavings. (Back in 1929, the 
Prince of Wales kicked off.) The opposing 
teams are the Down’ards and the Up‘ards, 
men (and some women) who liye on 
opposite sides of a brook that divides the 
town. Any number can play, and do. 

Their object is to move the ball toward goals 
which are three miles apart. 

Anything goes—carrying, kicking, passing 
—unhampered by such irrelevances as 
rules. There are no referees, no penalties, 
and the ball is never dead. Back and forth 
the battle surges, through streets, back- 
yards, gardens, fields, into and out of brooks 
that are wintry-cold. One prohibition 
holds: no scrimmaging in graveyards. 
Starting in early afternoon, the game goes 
on until dark if no goal is reached. Many 
players limp home bruised, tattered, or 
bleeding. 

Once an annual event in many English 
towns, Shrove Tuesday football has 
been abandoned or suppressed by all but the 
hardy Ashbournians, who pursue the 
antique sport without publicity or sports- 
writers’ notice, in a spirit that can well 
be described as purely for the hell of it. 


“Remember, wait until after I remove the back of 
the set before saying it will have to go into the shop.” 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


Now, lowered tar KGDL Milds 
és Pe a =e ‘ 


© BROWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORPORATION 


~ Milds, 13 mg. tar," 3 mg. nicotine; Kings, 17 mg. “tar,” 1.3 mg. nicotine; 
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SWEET BIRD OF TRUTH (from page 31) 


snare suckers from the creek when they 
came up in the spring to spawn, using a 
thin piece of copper wire that would slip 
over their anteater snoots and come tight 
around their shoulders, and how to lie 
low like a quail in cover when somebody 
came near to catching you on posted land. 

He did not like “No Trespassing” signs, 
and did not obey them. To him, the game 
belonged to any man with the skill to hunt 
it and was not bound by the invisible lines 
that men of property held so dear. “Squat- 
ters, all just squatters in their time,” I 
once heard him growl when we came on a 
new sign that marked a fence where none 
had been the year before. 

Neither was he a particular friend of 
the game warden. If the squirrels came on 
too strong in a woods, he would shoot 
them out to where he thought they should 
be for the nut crop, no matter what the 
bag limit said. Quail were not legal game 
in Ohio in those years, being labeled song 
birds. John did not mind what they were 
labeled. He maintained that any bird that 
held in front of a pointing dog was a game 
bird, and he treated them accordingly 
when they were in good supply, though in 
the years when the hatch was poor, he 
would sometimes pass an entire season 
without ever shooting at either a pheasant 
or a bobwhite. When Mason’s pond went 
dry, John toted bass and catfish from the 
creek to replenish it the next spring, so 
that he could poach it again the following 
year. 

By the time I came along, the landown- 
ers had long quit trying to catch him tres- 
passing, had seen that he never left a gate 
open or broke a fence, and had no more 
evident effect on the land than did the 
game he hunted, and tacitly agreed that he 
was a shareholder in their property during 
the hunting season, though they still 
guarded their boundaries jealously against 
anyone else. Someone once observed that 
John was the largest Jandholder in Ash- 
land County during the fall, though he 
would settle for his acre and a half at the 
head of the valley the rest of the year. 

Into this legacy I came, the first male 
child born to John’s oldest daughter. He 
trained me to it like a young pointer, first 
carrying me into the fields with him when 
I was too small to walk at his pace, 
scarcely big enough to understand the rev- 
erent words he spoke over the stream of 
bright birds that fell so easily to his gun. I 
could shoot a rifle tolerably at eight, 
though would never develop the skill the 
old man had with the small bore, and be- 
gan wing shooting three years later, when 
I was finally brave enough to take the 
punch of the single-shot Ithaca 12. That 
was the year John turned 60, with no per- 
ceptible change except condescending to 
replace the big-going pointers he had al- 
ways kept with a pair of somewhat slower 
and more malleable Brittanys. 

So I did not argue with old John, ever, 
until that Thanksgiving, and when it was 
over, I went back to college feeling I had 
lost something I never knew I owned. 

The holiday broke unseasonably warm 
that year, with a damp whisper of wind 
out of the southeast that would fetch bird 
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get birdy while they were still one-eighth 
of a mile from the field. By midafternoon 
the half a hundred relatives who traced 
their lines to the old man had come and 
gone, and he had settled himself in the 
customary place to oversee the valley—as 
he did more and more often in those years, 
when the looking had become so much 
easier for him than the hunting itself. I 
stayed on, the still-favored grandson, to 
review my recent life history with him and 
share some bourbon, warm and straight, 
from the bottle’s lip. 

The old man denned in a back porch 
overflowing with shell casings that he 
planned someday to reload, hip boots that 
he hoped to get ’round to patching, un- 
plucked and salted wood-duck skins he 
had saved for fly-tying friends in states 
where there were trout, a battered casting 
reel with the black nylon line still looking 
like a snake’s nest—the result of his one 
and only try at catching a tarpon in Flor- 
ida—and a tangle of deer antlers from half 
a dozen states, that he expected to mount 
on display boards someday. The rafters 
were festooned with cane poles and sucker 
snares and a minnow seine still carrying 
the scent of the hapless thousands that had 
met their final moment of freedom in its 
folds, on their way to becoming breakfast 
for the endless strings of crappies that had, 
in their turn, become lunch for John. 

It was somewhere into the second inch 
of the bourbon that he suggested I might, 
along toward evening, take the younger 
Britt and try to put up a cockbird. It was 
a reasonable supposition. The drink would 
have settled out of my head by then, and 
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the birds would be moving. 

The problem was that I was not going 
to hunt that evening, or ever again in my 
lifetime, as I saw it then. 

Ino longer remember quite how I came 
to it, but somewhere between the day I 
first left home for college and that Thanks- 
giving in the middle of my senior year, I 
had lost whatever it is that makes a man 
want to hunt. I saw a lot of animals go 
down before the gun as a boy and had 
thought nothing of it. But the years at 
school had changed me—the professors 
who were suddenly awakened to ecology, 
stories of the passenger pigeon, the buf- 
falo, the whooping crane, the accusations 
of sloe-eyed girls that hunters were throw- 
backs to the age of barbarians—slowly I 
began to question, and then to doubt, and 
finally there grew in me the conviction 
that killing animals for sport was not 
going to have a place in my life—any 
more than war or murder would have a 
place in it. 

I had sidestepped telling him a half- 
dozen times before on my brief visits 
home. I suppose I could have again. But 
the liquor was working on me a bit, and I 
was 21, old enough to be considered a man 
and have my opinions heard, I believed, 
not realizing then how little chronology 
has to do with that state. 

So I told him, and he did not like it any 
better than I expected he would. I can see 
and hear him still. The stem of his pipe 
swiveled to point at me like the turret of a 
tank coming to mark. A thin stream of 
blue smoke emanated from the tip as he 
began to speak. 
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“You mean to say, then, that you are 
finished with it? Mean to say that it 
should not be done? That ‘should’ is one 
hell of a word, my boy. That one has 
started more ulcers and more fights and 
more wars than all the soldiers who ever 
pissed beside the road, has that word. Be 
careful with it.” 

I tried to slip by his growing anger. “I’m 
only saying that J won't hunt again, not 
that you shouldn't. I just don’t care for the 
killing anymore.” 

“In that case, I would suggest that you 
wipe that piece of turkey breast out of 
your sorrowful excuse of a mustache. And 
for supper go out in the yard and grub a 
few dandelions instead of savaging that 
poor bird any further than what you al- 
ready have been guilty of today.” 

“The turkey is different—it’s already 
dead.” 

“And you damned sure helped kill it, 
with every bite you took. You think I 
would kill a turkey if nobody ate it? But 
you don’t mind the eating, and you don’t 
much mind letting somebody else do the 
killing for you, either, now that you area 
man of such fine sensibilities, I see.” 

I was already wishing I had not gotten 
into it. The old man had his harpoon in 
me and was not going to be satisfied until 
he had me beached and fleshed out and 
rendered down in my own oil, no matter 
what I said. I went ahead with it, anyway. 

“It’s not so much the killing itself, as the 
way it’s done—the creature has so little 
chance to escape. It seems inhumane.” 

“I will overlook the first part of your 
statement, though I remind you that I 
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You...we...everybody...should get 
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it will be too late. 
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once saw you miss six cock pheasants in a 
row right down at the end of that very 
field,’ he gestured toward the soybeans. 
“But that humane business.,.did you 
ever, in all this sea of education that 
you're wallowing in, have the chance to 
see how they handle tame turkeys? Stuffed 
beak to butt in a packing crate, hauled off 
wild-eyed and scared to the slaughterhouse 
to watch their pen-mate’s gore spill in 
front of them while they wait their turn. I 
suspect they do not like it, even though 
they are raised to it; I suspect they think 
it should not be done!” 

Again his pipestem stabbed at me. 
“Then you take this gentleman from West 
Virginia who joined us for dinner today.” 
He gestured toward the remains of the 
wild gobbler still standing on the table in 
the next room. “The last thought in his 
head was that it was a mighty fine morn- 
ing and that around the next bush was a 
pretty lady waiting just for him, and then 
he was dead with that load of number 4s 
in him before he could think of anything 
else. Which way would you rather have it, 
seeing as you are going to have it some- 
day, no matter whether you like it or not, 
and no matter whether you think it should 
happen or not? And pass that bottle before 
you answer.” 

He answered for me when I hesitated. 

“In some ways, it is a shame that any 
creature has to be put to death, or to die at 
all for that matter, But those canines of 
yours did not evolve for chewing carrots, 
my boy. It is the nature of the world that 
we eat meat, and that all things die. I sus- 
pect that you and your friends down there 
in Columbus are running away from that 
fact as fast as you are able, but you will 
not escape it, finally.” 

He stared out across the field where the 
pheasants waited and then spoke again, 
slowly and carefully. 

“Tt is a hard thing—when you throw 
down on a buck that does not see you, and 
you know the instant you pull the trigger 
that fine animal will be reduced to a pile 
of meat—it is a hard thing. There have 
been times when I wished I could call the 
bullet back, but you cannot any more than 
you can call back yesterday.” He coughed 
mightily as he had often come to do in 
those years, spat, and then drank again. 
“None of it makes them taste any worse, 
though, when it comes to the eating.” 

He turned back to me and pierced me 
with those old blue eyes. 

“And the man who will not take the re- 
sponsibility of killing his own meat from 
time to time is a hypocrite, and no man at 
all. If you cannot accept that, then I am 
sorry—sorry more than you will know.” 

And then, for the first and only time 
since I had known him, he put his hand on 
the stock of a gun despite having had a 
drink, took down the Model 12 from the 
rack, and again spearing me with his eyes, 
defiantly shoved three big red Winchester 
6s into its gut and went unsteadily out the 
door and across the yard toward the soy- 
beans, I did not stay to watch. 


It was better than a year before I went 
back to see him. I went then, on another 
holiday, because of my mother’s tone 
when she called to tell me that he was “not 
as good as he could be.” When I got to the 
house at the head of the valley, I saw that 


there were too many relatives standing in 
the yard, pawing at the inch of new snow 
like sad cattle, for this to be just another 
passing illness. 

He was laid up in the back bedroom 
downstairs, victim at last of the pipe and 
the endless miles of roll-your-owns he had 
puffed his way through since the age of 
6. The voice that had always seemed so 
big now came from some tiny place far 
down inside him, and he had a look of 
being almost delicate, though that is even 
now a strange adjective to try to fit on that 
tough old man. 

“Good tracking snow,” he said when I 
came in, as though continuing a conversa- 
tion I had just broken off by stepping into 
another room for a moment. 

He was thin and pale. and his breast- 
bone stood out like a plucked bird's. He 
had been a man of the body all his life, 
even through his 60s, and grandma would 
swear to the women in the kitchen during 
those years that he was after her at least 
Once a week, though whether it was for 
her ego, or for his, or was the truth, I 
could not say. Bul the body was deserting 
him now. 

“Warm enough for bird scent, too,” he 
added. “A good day for that yearling cock- 
bird, I would say.” 

“What bird was that?” I asked, though 
pretty well knowing already. For as long 
as I had lived, he had killed a pheasant for 
Christmas dinner, usually taking it a day 
or two before and hanging it from the 
corner of the porch to age, so that it would 
be perfect for roasting. This year he hada 
particular bird in mind, an especially fat 
rooster that had grown up in the tangle of 
weeds between the soybeans and the corn- 
field, full of sass and easy living, he told 
me, He had put the bird up a dozen times, 
knew where he ranged, and had picked 
around him and watched him grow 
through the fall and winter, saving him 
for that Christmas table. 

“IT expect,” he said, “that as soon as I 
get my sleep out, I had best get down there 
and collect that gentleman, while there is 
still time.” 

Afterward, I often wondered about it 
... Whether the old man knew that he was 
not going hunting or anywhere else ever 
again, or whether he was just half out of 
his head. I suspect, from the way he 
looked at me, that he knew, and that he 
had had this trap planned for me for a 
long time. 

I did not take the bait at once—I made 
small talk around it; told him about gradu- 
ate school, a girl I had met, and he 
seemed to nod off while I was talking, 
after mumbling once more that it was an 
exceptional day for dog work, A minute 
later a doctor I did not know came in and 
told me that I should leave, that sleep 
was the only thing that was good for him 
now. 

I went out on the porch, took down the 
Ithaca and pulled a single shell out of the 
box. The younger Brittany had an eye for 
guns and was there to greet me when I 
stepped outside. The gun still fit into the 
crook of my arm as it always had, though 
it seemed lighter than I remembered. 

It was a gray day, a bit above freezing, 
and the wind was low and steady from 
the field. The Britt was a good one, rang- 
ing out fast into the wind with his head 


up, pulling up to quarter just before you 
would want to whistle him in, always 
knowing where you were headed without 
stopping to look back, The stump of a 
tail began to go almost as soon as we 
left the yard, and a few rows into the corn 
stubble he looked up, head low and off- 
balance, and before I could get to him, a 
pair of brown hens jumped out of the 
stalks and winged off low across the corn 
toward the weed patch. 

The dog went on, leaving the hen scent 
immediately and moving fast, still very 
birdy, and at the end of the corn he 
hesitated, then hot-footed it on a long arc 
into the soybeans to cut off the running 
bird that neither of us could see, but that 
we knew was there. When he slammed to 
a stop, I moved in fast. I was less than 40- 
yards away when a big rooster blew up 
in the spaniel’s face, towering straight up 
and scaring both of us with its cackle. The 
barrel was there to cover the bird when he 
reached the top of his leap, and [ had him 
dead to rights. 

But somehow I could not pull the 
trigger. 

The bird flattened out and headed for 
the weeds where the hens had landed, an 
orange-brown blur against the white 
ground, I told myself that he was not 
John’s ringneck after all, that he looked 
rangy and thin, and that that was why I 
had not shot. I walked a hundred yards 
and admitted to myself that IT knew better. 
I could not tell whether it had been the 
Christmas bird or not in those brief in- 
stants. I had not pulled the trigger because 
I could not, no longer had the instinct for 
it, and T doubted that I ever would again. 

I turned back toward the house then, 
aware that I was not going to be able to 
face the old man, even though he had 
been careful not to ask me directly to take 
the bird for him. I whistled for the pup, 
but he did not come in. T finally spotted 
him in the soybeans, looking like a dog 
carved of ice. 

I knew better than to call him off a 
point, so I walked back, not intending 
anything, not thinking of anything except 
of the old man who would not hunt again. 
When the cockbird exploded from under 
my feet, the gun jumped to my shoulder 
like something with a life and mind of its 
own, and I knew in the split instant before 
the recoil found its way back to the stock 
that the bird was dead, because the old 
man had trained me well, and I was not 
sorry. 

The plumpness of the pheasant felt 
good bumping against my butt as I walked 
back toward the house, and the smell of 
just-burned powder from the gun on my 
shoulder brought back a hundred days 
when I had walked at John’s heel. 

I had the bird gutted and almost 
plucked when someone came from the 
house to tell me the old man was dead. 

In the afternoon they came and took 
him away, and everyone who had been at 
the house went over to Reverend Billup's 
for supper. I stayed in the empty kitchen 
alone, roasting the bird Jong and slow as 
John had shown me, and toward evening 
I let the Brittany onto the back porch. We 
sat there and looked down the valley and 
ate the Christmas ringneck; I the meat 
and he the bones, until every scrap of it 
had disappeared. T 
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Map and radio in hand, a U.S, Army captain under fire in Cambodia. 
‘ i 
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WE ARE NOW AT WAR 
IN CAMBODIA 


Though the President says there are no Americans in combat 
anywhere in the world, veteran war correspondent Richard Boyle 
during several months in Cambodia observed U.S. military 
attachés advising at the front, saw U.S. cargo planes and jet 
fighters involved in the fighting. Damn it, isn’t that the way it all 
started in Vietnam? 


BY RICHARD BOYLE 


A Cambodian soldier, a skull and crossbones emblem on 
his American-made combat jacket, crouched closer to the 
doorway of a burned-out farmhouse each time he heard the 
distinctive ping of an AK-47 round. His platoon was pinned 
down by a company of Khmer Rouge rebels along the 
muddy brown Mekong River, north of the capital city of 
Phnom Penh. Despite the Communist sniper fire, I raced 
from a ditch for the farmhouse as more AK rounds popped 
around me. The members of the reconnaissance platoon of 
the Death Head’s legion, which was advised, trained and 
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paid by the CIA, laughed as I leaped into the doorway. The 
oddity of a Western photographer, with a couple of Nikons 
swinging around the neck, broke the daily routine of terror 
and boredom. They asked to be photographed, grinning and 
giggling. The recon platoon was at the northernmost de- 
fensive perimeter of the besieged city of Phnom Penh. 
Later, another visitor raced for the safety of the shell- 
pocked farmhouse. He wore the uniform of a U.S. Army 
captain, the name-tag Galba on his chest, the patch of the 
Screaming Eagles airborne division (Continued on page 26) 
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on his shoulder. He shifted the grid map 
tucked under his arm as he began a con- 
versation with a young Cambodian lieu- 
tenant, the platoon leader, But when the 
captain saw me, he quickly backed away. 
It is, of course, illegal for U.S. soldiers to 
be involved in the Cambodian War—even 
in an advisory capacity. That's how we got 
involved in Vietnam. 

“Mind if I take your picture advising 
the Cambodians, so I can become a fa- 
mous reporter like Beth Becker?” I asked 
Captain Galba, officially not an advisor, 
but a deputy military attaché of the U.S. 
Embassy, Since Ms. Becker had written a 
story in the Washington Post about wit- 
nessing a U.S. Army major advising the 
Cambodians to call in a mortar barrage, 
orders had been given to keep the press 
away from the front. I had run into Cap- 
tain Galba (he never told me his first 
name) at a base a month earlier, huddled 
over a map with a Cambodian army major 
—the exact same posture of American 
military advisors I had seen so many times 
in Vietnam. The major ordered me not to 
take any pictures and kicked me off the 
base at the suggestion of Captain Galba. 
Since Ms. Becker’s story caused about 30 
U.S. senators to make a strong protest to 
the Department of Defense, the U.S. mili- 
tary has increased its efforts to cover up 
its activities in Cambodia. 

“J don’t advise the Cambodians,” Cap- 
tain Galba told me, crouching against the 
doorway of the farmhouse. “I’m a re- 
porter out here trying to find out what's 
going on, just like you.” Captain Galba 
drives out to the northern front nearly 
every day. But he and the other 75 or so 
official military attachés in Cambodia 
claim that they never advise the U.S.- 
backed army of Marshal Lon Nol, which 
has been waging a three-year war against 
the Communist rebels. 

A mortar round landed close by us, and 
Captain Galba said to me, “Let’s get out 
of here. I don’t want to get hit." We raced 
from the doorway toward the trees to the 
rear as more mortar rounds popped in. 

We made it and jumped into the cap- 
tain’s jeep, which was parked about 100 
yards to the rear. Tires screeching, we 
pulled out and drove back toward Phnom 
Penh. The captain, who had an M-16 rifle 
tucked next to his seat, told me to get out 
of the jeep after we were out of range of 
Communist guns. He said he wanted to 
visit a battalion commander of the 7th 
Division and didn’t want any newsmen 
around when he did it. I had to hitch a 
ride back to Phnom Penh. 


Most of the Western journalists in 
Phnom Penh get their news at daily brief- 
ings held at the Lon Nol government’s 
ministry of information. The bulletins 
tacked on the ministry wall are always 
favorable to the Lon Nol side, which gets 
$1.6-million per day in aid from the US. 
Congress. The Lon Nol government and 
the U.S. military personnel in Cambodia 
are very sensitive to violations of the law 
being reported in the press. 

So Captain Galba, a career military 
officer, claims that although he has 
hundreds of meetings with Cambodian 
officers, he never gives advice. But a high- 
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ranking Cambodian officer told me pri- 
vately that Captain Galba is the senior 
U.S. advisor to the 7th Division, and each 
day he meets with the unit's high com- 
mand to discuss strategy and tactics. The 
Cambodian officer, who must obviously 
remain anonymous, said that each division 
had its own American advisor. This is a 
direct violation of the law, as enacted by 
the United States Congress. 

Since much of the fighting in the Cam- 
bodian war is waged away from the be- 
sieged capital, it is easy for the Lon Nol 
government to keep the press from wit- 
nessing the full extent of U.S. involvye- 
ment. The roads are controlled by the 
rebels, and Lon Nol’s air force is reluctant 
to ferry newsmen to battle. 

In March 1974, the rebels opened an 
offensive at the coastal town of Kampot 
and quickly surrounded the garrison. The 
Lon Nol ministry of information issued 
daily reports to the press telling of vic- 
tories and of “enlarging the zone of de- 
fense.” Although it was very difficult for 
journalists to get to Kampot, I managed 
to sail on a convoy bringing in a relief 
force. Contrary to the glowing reports 
from the ministry of information, the 
situation was desperate. After the Kampot 
water treatment plant was captured, the 
town’s water supply was cut off. 

But there was one place in Kampot 
which still had enough water. That was 
the villa of Chuck Berard, the political 
and psychological officer of the U.S. Em- 
bassy. Serving a Coke with real ice, a 
luxury in Kampot, he explained that the 
loss of Kampot would be a great psywar 
(psychological warfare) defeat to the Lon 
Nol side, and that the town must be held. 
They were short on ammunition, Bernard 
said, because the former province chief 
had melted down U.S.-supplied shells and 
sold the brass to the Thais. It was typical 
of the corruption of the Lon Nol govern- 
ment. Some military units existed only on 
paper, and battalion commanders would 
pocket U.S. aid money while pretending 
to pay phantom soldiers. 

The Americans also learned that the 
Khmer Rouge rebels were buying shells 
for their captured 105-mm howitzers from 
the Lon Nol side, and the corruption of 
padded payrolls and melted brass was 
causing more of a psywar headache than 
the rebel military victories. So the em- 
bassy sent Bernard to Kampot in an Air 
America helicopter to turn a psywar de- 
feat into a victory. To the Cambodians, 
Chuck Bernard is code-named Monsieur 
Jacques, the chief of covert psywar opera- 
tions who initiated a massive poster cam- 
paign. After thousands of Cambodian 
soldiers had deserted, Monsieur Jacques 
began a campaign to psych up the Lon 
Nol troops to fight Communism. One 
poster, plastered all over Phnom Penh, 
shows an attractive Cambodian girl being 
approached by a handsome civilian in a 
hippie outfit. She scorns his advances, 
pointing with favor to an ugly, short Lon 
Nol freedom fighter. 

But Monsieur Jacques’ psywar campaign 
wasn’t psyching up the Lon Nol troops to 
fight Communism. By early March, when 
the fall of the town seemed imminent, it 
was decided that only direct U.S. interven- 


tion would save the situation, I saw US. 
C-130 cargo planes from a super-secret air 
force base at U-Ta-Pao in Thailand drop 
hundreds of crates of supplies on the be- 
sieged defenders of Kampot. Cambodian 
rebel antiaircraft gunners blasted away at 
the American cargo planes, and I saw U.S. 
Phantom Jet fighter-bombers swoop down 
on the rebel positions. Although I did not 
see them actually bomb the rebel anti- 
aircraft gunners, I did see bomb loads 
under the Phantoms’ wings. 

Kampot held after the massive show of 
U.S. air power, and I hitched a ride out of 
town with Chuck Bernard. Though doz- 
ens of wounded and dying Cambodian 
troops were stretched out on the runway, 
I dashed for the waiting Air America 
helicopter on the dirt landing strip. Chuck 
said, “Hurry—we might take a mortar 
round at any moment.” He gave a thumbs- 
up sign to the two armed American pilots, 
and the silver-and-blue helicopter of the 
CIA’s own private air force took off. 

After I and other journalists filed re- 
ports of the air drops at Kampot, Secre- 
tary of the Department of Defense James 
Schlesinger admitted in congressional tes- 
timony that U.S. planes were making 
hundreds of combat-support sorties in 
Cambodia. After I left Kampot, the town 
was closed off to the press. 


Following the battle of Kampot, Presi- 
dent Richard M. Nixon told the public 
that, for the first time in 12 years, there 
were no Americans in combat anywhere 
in the world. The President might not 
consider the use of Air Force cargo 
planes—under heavy antiaircraft fire—to 
make supply drops to fighting men as 
being “in combat.” But the pilots of those 
planes might think otherwise. The Presi- 
dent may believe that a U.S. Army cap- 
tain, in uniform at the front with an M-16 
rifle, under heavy mortar and small-arms 
fire, is not in combat. But the facts are 
clear: Americans in Cambodia are under 
fire. I saw it. And if they stay there, there 
undoubtedly will be casualties. At an off- 
the-record briefing with the U.S. ambas- 
sador to Cambodia, John Gunther Dean, 
I asked what were the instructions to the 
pilots of the Phantom Jet fighters if either 
they, or the C-130 cargo planes, were hit 
by rebel ground fire? Would they cover 
the rescue missions? He replied that he 
did not know, but would try to find out. 
That answer has never come. I was in 
Vietnam in 1965, when the U.S. military 
used the term “protective reaction” as an 
excuse to bomb Viet Cong antiaircraft 
positions, and that was the beginning of 
the long road to war which resulted in 
the death of 50,000 Americans, 

The U.S. Constitution gives the power 
to make war to Congress, and that body 
has made its intentions clear. The United 
States does not want to go to war in Cam- 
bodia, yet from what I saw, the extent 
of the U.S. military involvement in that 
country is far greater than the public or 
Congress is being told. The Pentagon 
Papers show that we got into the Indo- 
china quagmire through elaborate lies 
and deceptions. Again, there is evidence 
that our combat role in Cambodia is being 
covered up by lies and deceptions. T 


Colonel Taylor was hard 
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an unholy terror. He could be a rough, 
Colonel Edmund H. tough, mean son-of-a 
Taylor Jr. swore that his something, our Colonel. 
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Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey, 86 Proof, The Old Taylor Distillery Co., Frankfort & Louisville, Kentucky 
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4 called Ed Knowles. 
“We're going to bring Phyllis home,” I told him. 
“What do you mean ‘we?’” he asked. 
“You, me and—.” I mentioned the name of my engineer, 
whom I will call Chip Larrabee. 
“Who's going to pay for all this?” Ed asked. 
“Me,” I said. 
“You're out of your goddamn mind!” 
“Maybe,” I said. “Be at the house at seven tonight. We’re 
going to Panama tomorrow.” 
Pay Both Ed and Chip lived close to my home in Denville, 
i New Jersey, and agreed to meet with me there at seven 


o'clock that same night, May 7, 1974. 


‘Li BERATED’ In a way, what I was planning was crazy—and very dan- 
gerous. I had agreed to fly to Panama with a copilot and a 

VES , | flight engineer, climb aboard a Boeing 707, and fly it back 

to Newark Airport in New Jersey. Simple. Except for the 

S$ fact that the Boeing belonged to Robert Vesco, who has 
3 Ud LLION been characterized as an international con man and financial 

5 buccaneer, and has a tough crew of personal bodyguards 

AIRPLANE at his command. From my close association with Vesco as 

his personal pilot and director of his corporate aviation 


arene 


“The newspapers made the heist 
sound easy. But it could have gotten 
me shot, blown out of the sky, or 
tossed in jail for God knows how long” 


BY CAPTAIN A.L. “IKE” EISENHAUER 
WITH ROBERT J. FLOOD 


activities for five years, I was absolutely certain that he 
would take a dim view of what I intended to do, and would 
set up a plan of action to stop me from doing it. Defensive 
action had become Vesco’s strong suit. The reason that 
the Boeing called Phyllis—short for Silver Phyllis—was in 
Panama in the first place was to prevent its seizure by 
Vesco’s creditors in the United States. 

There were times during the next few days when I my- 
self began to wonder if I hadn’t lost my marbles. I had a 
reputation as a first-class corporate aviation executive with 
over 20 years of top-rated experience with such corpora- 
tions as Bethlehem Steel, Sperry Flight Systems, Incorpo- 
rated, Gates Lear Jet, and International Controls. I was, 
and am, head of my own aviation consulting and service 
company. I can provide every kind of aviation service from 
flight crews to air operations on an international scale. 
Now I was embarking on a James Bondian adventure that 
could get me shot or buried in a Panamanian jail for God 
knows how long. And I was paying the bills myself. 

I had what I believed was pretty solid motivation. Fair- 
field General Corporation of Fairfield, New Jersey, one of 
Vesco’s companies, owed me—or rather, my company— 


pn gus nese 


ati 


over $50,000. Vesco, who has been accused of looting In- 
vestors Overseas Services of $224-million and of trying to 
buy a piece of the Nixon administration, had pretty well 
insulated himself against action by creditors in the United 
States. Sheriffs had grabbed his yacht, some furniture and 
office equipment in the U.S., but claims against Vesco in 
this country ran into the millions. I found myself flying tail- 
end Charlie in the creditors’ line. The only way I could 
get paid was if the receivers of Fairfield General Corpora- 
tion found corporate assets in the United States of suffi- 
cient value, and the only asset of real worth that I knew of 
was the Boeing 707 which was sitting on a ramp at Tocumen 
International Airport, Panama City, Panama. Since Robert 
Vesco was not about to send that airplane, worth about 
$3.5-million, to any part of the United States, it was obvi- 
ous that someone would have to go and get it and fly it to 
where it could be seized legally. That place was New Jersey, 
where Fairfield General headquarters are located. 
(Continued on page 48) 


A former Navy pilot and corporate aviation executive, Captain 
Eisenhauer now heads his own aviation consulting service. He 
is presently writing a book on his years with Robert Vesco. 
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"PHOTOS BY BURNS ASSOCIATES 


| had rejected the things 
old John had taught me. And then 
the pheasant led me 

to John’s legacy—a truth 

| had to discover for myself 


_ SWEET BIRD 
OF ‘ 
TRUTH 


BY FRANK SARGEANT 


had never thought of arguing with old John Rich 

before, any more than you would think of arguing with 
God. 

He had raised my mother and six other daughters 
during the Depression with his cane pole and scatter-gun, 
and he knew the woods and water of north-central Ohio 
as only a subsistence hunter knows them. Later, when the 
wartime marriage of my parents did not work, John 
stepped in to teach me what, to him, were the things that 
mattered. I learned to track a buck with the slow, painful 
persistence of an Indian, to (Continued on page 19) 


Field editor for Florida Sportsman magazine, Sargeant is 
also a skiff-fishing guide off Homosassa, Florida 
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ILLUSTRATED BY TONY CHEN 


out of three life sentences 


Curly Smith beat 
the system 


totaling 327 years, 
and now. 


THIS © 


MEAN OLD OUTLAW 


SETS 


BY DIANA DAVENPORT 


n a gray day in New York City, Edward L. (Curly) 

Smith sits in his office, rapping long distance with an in- 
mate at Clinton state pen. Curly, who is half Wichita Indian 
and half black, is an ex-con who dropped back into society 
after 30 years behind bars. At 54, he has probably carved 
his initials in most of the prison walls from San Quentin 
and Leavenworth all the way back to Sing Sing and Clinton. 
Since his parole in April 1973, he has worked an average 
12 hours a day, six days a week, and for no salary, aiding 
offenders in need of legal counsel: helping some men appeal 
their cases, helping others get paroled. He stands before the 
strictest judges in the district, arguing for suspended sen- 
tences for first-time offenders. He badgers big-time criminal 
lawyers into taking charity cases as tax write-offs. Like a 
recycled idealist, he labors up the steep grades of the legal 
system, saving lives and patching broken souls. 

As Curly hangs up the phone this morning, a dirty, un- 
shaven man lurches into his office. “What the hell? Man, 
what are you doing here? How’d you get out?” Curly jumps 
to his feet and pins the man against the wall with his enor- 
mous hands. “You crazy sonofabitch!” Curly shouts. 

“Curly,”’ the man pleads, “I didn’t hear from you! You 
said you were working on my case, but I didn’t hear from 
you! They wouldn’t let me call you. Man, I -was dying. You 
gotta help me. You gotta hide me!” 

The man has escaped from the Tombs, the Men’s House 
of Detention in Lower Manhattan. He was arrested for 
possession of drugs at the scene of a bank holdup. Although 
the man has a record, Curly believes he had nothing to do 
with the holdup, since none of the clerks can identify him. 
He is conceivably nothing more than a junkie who should 
be rehabilitated. 
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CONS STRAIGHT 


“They’re killing me in that damn place. My toilet’s stopped 
up and the cell’s flooded. For days I was standing in two 
inches of backed-up water. I’m losing my mind in there... 
it’s filthy and stinkin’. Half the guys are mental cases!” The 
words dribble away as he covers his face with his hands. 
“Help me. Help me.” 

The words come out of Curly’s mouth slow and menacing. 
“Now... you... listen to me... nigger.” The man is Cau- 
casian. “I’ve been working right along on your case. But I 
need time. Do you realize how you jeopardize me and my 
staff by coming to this office? They could slap me and every- 
one here right back in the can for harboring an escapee who’s 
up for possible robbery.” While he talks he controls his big 
hands, wringing them in his lap. “I’m gonna get your ass 
right back down to the Tombs. They’ve probably got a 
bulletin out on you by now. You'll probably get an extra 
six months for this. You’re lucky to still be alive!” 

He picks up the phone and dials the Tombs. “I got him. 
Yeah, I’m bringing him down. He didn’t mean anything by 
it. He just wanted to talk with me about his case.” As he 
hustles the man out, he yells back to his staff: “See you in 
three days. After I drop this character off, I’ve got some 
cases upstate. There’s no money for gas, so I’m hitching a 
ride with two rock groups headed for Clinton.” 


During the eight-hour bus trip north, Curly talks about 
his past, going all the way back to Wichita, Kansas, where 
he was born. “I was a smart kid. I wanted to be a tool and 
diemaker. At 12, I was the youngest student at the Kansas 

(Continued on page 61) 


Freelance writer Diana Davenport is a six-foot-tall ex-model who 
specializes in stories about New York's tough street scenes. 


Good things still come in small packages. 


Once the only RS 
way you could insure i= 
your home, your car, and igs 
yourself was to carry sep- 
arate policies on each. 

And that usually meant you had to 
deal with separate companies. 

And pay separate premiums. 

And worry about separate expiration 
dates. 

But now, there’s the Continental 
Insurance Personal Comprehensive 
Protection Plan: the all-in-one plan. 

It lets you combine your separate 
homeowners, automobile, excess lia- 
bility, hospital indemnity, disability in- 
come, and mortgage life insurance 


Not available in all states. Terms and conditions vary in certain states. 


policies all into 
one neat little package 
—with just one company, 
one premium, and oneexpiration 
date. 

Best of all, our package can actually 
give you more insurance coverage for 
your insurance dollar. 

For complete details, call your 
nearest Continental / 
Insurance Agent.(He’s 
in the Yellow Pages.) 

His expert advice and 
service come free with 
every new package. 


The Continental Insurance Companies 


Home Office: 80 Maiden Lane, New York, New York 10038 
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EXPOSING 
THE 
See CR 
AMERICA 


It is full of joints with names like 
the “Academy of Sexual Satisfaction” and the 
“Participating Center of Sexual Experience.’’ What does 
the customer receive for his money? 
Well, at the “Institute of Oral Love”’ 
a sexy girl takes the customer into a private room... 
and talks dirty to him 


BY THOMAS THOMPSON 


long the 7700 block of Santa Monica Boulevard in Los 

Angeles, a wide range of human services is available. 
A fellow can, for example, get his heels changed, his flat 
fixed, buy a bottle of gin, order custom-designed kitchen 
cabinets, have a tooth capped, go to synagogue, watch the 
fire trucks screaming in and out of the station, even lie in 
state at a funeral parlor. 

And, in an extraordinary wedding of the new morality 
and old-fashioned Hollywood hucksterism, the consumer 
can now patronize the “Academy of Sexual Satisfaction 
(Nude Female Wrestling Available),” the “Institute of Oral 
Loye,” the “Participating Center of Sexual Experience,” 
the “House of Erotica (Exotic, Sexy, Submissive Girls in 
Private Rooms),” the “Sexual Cafeteria,” or, just in case 
these other names are too high-toned and camouflage what 
lurks behind the billboards, an enterprising place of busi- 
ness called “Madame’s Cat House.” 


PHOTOS BY PAUL SLAUGHTER 


The only word for this carnival midway of naughtiness 
is “astonishing.” The mind dances and the heart pumps. 
The motorist idly driving the famed boulevard cannot be 
blamed if he suddenly rear-ends the car ahead of him. The 
Sirens never sang so seductively from their rocks. Coming 
into the neighborhood without foreknowledge would be 
like a traveler headed toward Bethlehem, taking the wrong 
turn, and entering the city limits of Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Or so one would believe. 

There is, admittedly, little new in sex for sale. The twist 
here, however, is that the hot beds are not hidden down 
a dark alley or across the Mexican border, or concealed 
from the public eye like the Germans (Continued on page 71) 


Thomas Thompson, a Los Angeles-based freelance, is the 
author of the books Hearts and Ritchie. 
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KENNY ROBERTS (Continued from page 34) 

He averaged over 90 mph. Like bull wrestlers, he and the Num- 
ber One Harley-Davidson rider, Gary Scott, fought side by side, 
handlebar-to-handlebar for the lead. They seemed tied to each 
other by 12 inches of invisible gut. Four laps from the end, Scott 
slid past and brought the 9000 fans in the open bleachers to their 
feet with a roar that drowned even the noise of the bikes. Scott 
seemed to have it, but as they came out of the last corner and 
sprinted for the flag, Roberts pulled level and in the last few feet 
inched his front wheel ahead. As he had promised, it was quite a 
performance. 

Roberts rolled his 
Yamaha to the start/ 
finish line and slipped 
off. He unbuckled his 
Bellstar helmet and 
stood there in his 
clod-speckled black- 
and-yellow leathers, 
the sweat trickling 
down his cheeks and 
a grin as wide as the 
San Joaquin valley 
spread across his 
cherubic face. 

“IT tell you,” said 
the photographer 
standing next to me, 
“I seen a lot of these 
things and that kid is 
something else. If he 
don’t break his neck, 
he’s gonna be the best 
you ever imagined.” 

Maybe. Certainly 
in the micro world of 
motorcycle racing, 
Kenny Roberts is a 
22-year-old, five-foot- 
six-inch phenome- 
non, Motorcycling is 
more than a danger- 
ous sport, it’s a de- 
manding way of life. 
Thousands compete 
and only a few win, 
so most live in their 
vans with their bikes 
and travel from race 
to race. The hope for 
deliverance is to win 
a place with a factory 
team—Kawasaki, 
Harley-Davidson, 
Yamaha, Triumph or 
Suzuki—but there 
aren’t many free 
rides, so the majority 
never make it. They 
keep scratching until 
a woman or a bad 
fall or traumatic ar- 
thritis ends it for 
them. 

Kenny Roberts had 
to experience very 
little of this. Last season, only his third as a pro, he not only won 
the American championship and $150,000; he also had the prima 
donna European road racers scraping the leather off their knees 
trying to keep up with him. An astonished bike world had to con- 
cede that America finally could turn out more than roughnecked, 
foot-draggin’ dirt trackers. 

Although bike racing in this country hasn't yet developed the 
national following to produce a superstar, Kenny Roberts—given 
the increasing TV coverage of races—may well be the first. He 
has tremendous talent and is totally obsessed by winning, the 
two ingredients of a superstar. 


Gives You More In 


THE 
HANDIEST 
PLIERS 

OF THEM 
ALL 


Ask any good mechanic. He'll tell you his 
CHANNELLOCK tongue and groovers 

are the handiest pliers he owns. Try one 
... you'll agree. A word of caution: be SURE 
you're getting the original, genuine 
CHANNELLOCK. It’s the only tongue and 
groove plier with machined, smooth 
working, undercut channels that never jump 
out. Look for the CHANNELLOCK 

trade mark on the handle. 

GET ALL THE FACTS, Send for our 
catalog... . yours for the asking. 


Roberts was taking a leisurely after-breakfast swim at his 
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CHANNELLOCK 


MEADVILLE, PA. 


new ranch-style house on the edge of Modesto when I first met 
him. It was early afternoon. His 17-year-old wife, Pat, showed 
me onto the patio where there was a small, kidney-shaped pool. 
Pat is an American high-school sweetheart kind of girl, slender 
and fresh and tall. She carried a nine-month-old baby, Kenny 
Roberts Jr. 

The baby’s father swam lazily up to the deep end and hung by 
his arms from the springboard. He has a taut, 140-pound body, 
flat and smoothly muscled; ideal for a biker, I thought, light and 
strong. He also has an ideal face for the Yamaha publicity de- 
partment: open, smiling, square-jawed and blond. 

As he hung on the 
board, I noticed pan- 
cake-sized scrapes on 
his arm and shoulder. 
He followed my eyes. 
“Yeah,” he said, “it’s 
a joke, isn’t it? I come 
off a dirt bike in San 
Francisco at a hun- 
dred last year and 
didn’t get a scratch. 
I fell off on the pave- 
ment at Atlanta when 
I was really flyin’ and 
nothing. Then I just 
take my minibike out 
and look at me. But 
see, I wasn't wearing 
my leathers, just a 
T-shirt.” 

He climbed out of 
the pool and dried 
himself in the warm 
sun. Opposite were 
some Arab stables, 
and at the end of the 
lane is the Gallo wine 
family compound, an 
island in the center 
of a vineyard, shaded 
by King palms. 

“I like it here,” 
says Roberts, drying 
himself. “Tt’s quiet. 
It’s real country and 
the people are down- 
to-earth.” 

Not that he spends 
much time at home: 
“Tuesday we drive to 
Colorado for a mile 
dirt race Saturday. I 
got a road race in 
Alabama the week 
after and then Louis- 
ville, that’s a half- 
mile dirt, and then 
New Hampshire— 
that’s a road race— 
and then a half-miler 
at Columbus, Ohio, 
and then we come 
back home.” 

He travels in a 
large beige motor- 
home, ultramodern, with smoked-glass windows and a House & 
Garden interior. It was parked in the driveway. 

“Last season I flew,” he said, “but I hate sitting in airplanes. 
I gotta be doing something all the time, otherwise I get restless. 
And then if Pat wanted to come to a race, that'd cost me maybe 
three or four hundred dollars for her ticket, Plus we had to find 
someone to look after the baby. So it’s better this way, Right 
now I'm building a crib in the motorhome for Kenny.” 

“It’s good you're traveling with him while you can,” I said. 

“Yeah, but even when he has to go to school, he can still come 
with me summers,” He made a motorcycle-racing career sound 
as secure as the civil service. 

After he had dressed, we drove into 
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KENNY ROBERTS (from page 38) 


Modesto to eat. The place can’t have 
changed much since the 40s, certainly 
not since Roberts was born here on New 
Year’s Eye 1951. His father laid pipe for 
the city. Roberts quit high school here to 
race, and last year when he won the 
championship, the mayor presented him 
with a plaque as Modesto’s “Sportsman 
of the Year.” 

“But they don’t know me here,” he 
said. “Some of them know I race bikes, 
that’s all.” Roberts led the way into a 
restaurant. He ordered a Seven-Up with 
his chicken Terriyaki and, toying inces- 
santly with a knife, began to talk about 
his profession. 

He was 12 when he built his first motor- 
cycle, helped by his father: “My dad used 
to ride Indian Scouts when he was a kid. 
Him an’ his friends would ride hare-’n’- 


hounds and poker ralleys and race ’em a 
bit. Mostly, though, they just went out 
and had a good time.” 

When Kenny started racing, his father 
would go with him every Friday and 
Saturday night in the summer to run the 
local dirt tracks in the small towns up and 
down the valley: Lodi, Chowchilla, 
Fresno, Marysville, Hayward, Sacra- 
mento. Once a year there was a race in 
Modesto. “We just ran for fun,” he re- 
members, “but it was fierce.” 

He quickly found that it all came very 
naturally to him, and he kept getting better 
and better at it. At 17, he was the Oregon 
State Champion riding a small, 100cc 
machine. At 18, he turned professional. 

“We went up to the Cow Palace in San 
Francisco, and I got a third my first night 
out, Jeez, I made 200 bucks. I'd never 
seen $200 in my hand before. Next time 
out I was fourth and won $150. That did 
it. I thought, ‘This is easy.’ ” 

In San Francisco Roberts was spotted 
in 1970 by Jim Doyle, a Pan Am pilot 
who had raced for fun. Doyle lent Roberts 
bikes and support. For the rest of the sea- 
son, they’d leave Modesto every Friday 
at noon and drive 300 miles to the dirt 
track at Ascot Park in Los Angeles. 
Roberts reckons he ran about 40 races 
and won 25 or so, enough to make him 
the American Motorcycle Association’s 
(AMA) National Novice champion and 
bring him a spate of offers from factory 
teams. In 1971, riding a Yamaha, he won 
nine major races, three more than anyone 
else had ever won in a single year, and was 
National Junior champion. 


His only real weakness was road racing, 
because he’d never done it before. And 
there’s a world of difference between 
racing a motorcycle on dirt and on pave- 
ment. For example, braking is half the 
secret of road racing, the way you come 
into a corner governs how fast you're 
going to be able to leave it. Where, when 
and how you brake is very critical. In dirt 
racing you don’t use brakes at all. A dirt 
bike has a rear brake only, and that’s 
tokenism. If you want to slow down a dirt 
bike, you put it sideways. Get sideways on 
a road bike and you're on your head. 

Roberts ran a couple of small-time 
regional races to get some experience. His 
first time out he won by 31 seconds, “I 
don’t know how,” he told me with a shrug. 
“I guess I just broke when I’s supposed to 
and gassed it when I’s supposed to. I 
thought it was easy until the second road 
race. I screwed up and went over the 
handlebars at 80 miles per hour.” 

He didn’t really start learning road 
racing until he met Kel Carruthers at 
Louden, New Hampshire. “Kel, who's 
Australian, was world 250 champion 
once,” said Kenny. “Louden was only my 
second major road race, and I didn’t 
know what I was doin’. I shouldn't have 
been out there, but I passed Kel on the 
outside in the last corner of a heat race 
and beat him. After that he started payin’ 
attention to me.” 

Carruthers, nearing the end of a long 
riding career, took Roberts in tow, and 
Roberts learned very fast. Carruthers 
taught him how to read a circuit, pick the 
right line (the fastest way around). He 


The little Pocket that’s quick as a wink. 


The Pocket 40 is a clever little camera. In bright sunlight, its 1/225- 
second shutter speed can give you beautiful stop-action pictures. 
Its f/8, 3-element lens focuses as close as 3 feet. 

Its CdS electric eye and automatic exposure control give you the 
. tight exposure for the right picture. It’s less than $68 for all that. 


Other Pockets start from less than $23. 


Prices are subject to change without notice. 


Kodak pocket Instamatic’cameras. 


i 


TRUE / OCTOBER 1974 / 41 


taught him race-craft and, most important, 
how to use his head and keep his con- 
centration in a long race. 

“That first year, down at Road At- 
lanta, I was runnin’ with Kel, Bugsy Mann 
and a couple of other guys,” said Roberts. 
“We was really dicin’ it up. We were so 
tight you could’ve thrown a blanket over 
us. Some corners Kel would slow down 
early and I’d pass him easy, but comin’ 
outta the turn I'd find I couldn't get the 
power on as early as him because I'd 
come in too hot and messed up my line 
and he'd pass me and get maybe half a 
second on me. That's when I learned that 
sometimes you gotta go slow to be fast,” 

By the end of the following season, 
Carruthers could no longer beat his pupil. 
It was nothing to be ashamed of, Roberts 
finished fourth in the national champion- 
ship point standings as a rookie, and last 
year he won the title by amassing a record 
2014 points. If you want a measure of 
just how competitive top-flight motorcycle 
racing is, he only won three of the 24 
races—but that was one more than any- 
one else, 

To some, though, Roberts’ most diffi- 
cult test came against Giacomo Agostini, 
who is known as Mr. Motorcycle in 
Europe. He has won 13 world road- 
racing championships, and to Kenny 
Roberts, Agostini was a living legend 
when the two of them clashed. 

It was a classic confrontation: Agostini 
is in his mid-30s, old for a biker; Roberts 
is the youngest champion America has 
ever bred, Agostini, as usual, had every- 
thing to lose. Roberts is only just begin- 
ning to find out what it’s like to race with 
the number one on your back. 

The two first met in February at the 
Daytona International Speedway in 
Florida. To a true road racer, Daytona 
is a bastardized road course. It consists 
mostly of flat-out banking with a series 
of low-speed, snaking turns across the in- 
field. As Roberts puts it: “Daytona wasn’t 
a real match for me. It’s too much of a 
bike race. The rider doesn’t make that 
much difference,” 

Roberts jumped into an early lead in 
the Daytona race, “I had no trouble with 
Ago,” he recalled, “I had power on him 
and that’s what you need at Daytona. If 
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he'd have passed me in the last corner, I 
could have passed him again before we 
got to the finish.” But about halfway 
through the 200-mile race, Kenny saw his 
walter temperature gauge was registering 
130 degrees. He was shocked. “The en- 
gine’s supposed to seize up solid at a 
hundred,” he said, “That'll lock the back 
wheel, and that’s the worst that can hap- 
pen to you, If you're layin’ over in a turn 
and the engine seizes, you’re gone. There's 
no way you can recover. That’s spooky 
stuff to worry about when you're runnin’ 
180." 

Roberts had to slow down to drop the 
temperature to between 100 and 110. He 
waved Agostini by. “But I was happy,” 
he said. “The engine didn't seize, and I got 
a good second.” 

So the showdown was delayed until the 
following month, when Roberts went to 
race in Italy. The Italians wined and dined 
him until his head was spinning. “I never 
drank wine before,” he said, “and I get 
pretty high on two beers. But they just 
wouldn’t take no for an answer there.” 
When the partying was over, they took him 
out to Imola. It’s one of Europe’s toughest 
road courses, uphill and down, with a 
series of blind bends and very fast 
sweepers. “At Imola,” he said, “when 
you're going ‘round a 160-mile corner, 
you're goin’ ’round a corner, not a bank.” 

He overtook Agostini at the start of the 
first race. “I had seven seconds on him 
halfway through,” said Roberts with 
obvious relish, “and I was stretchin’ it out 
and making him crazy.” And then, drift- 
ing around one of the superfast left- 
handers at 165 mph, Kenny’s motorcycle 
suddenly wobbled frighteningly. He knew 
immediately what the problem was. The 
rubber on the rear tire was overheating, 
getting soft and rolling off in little balls. 

Roberts slowed down slightly, but he 
wasn't worried at this point. He made his 
last pit stop for gas and came out behind 
Agostini, knowing the Italian still had to 
take on fuel, When Agostini pitted, 
Roberts figured he’d be back in the lead 
to stay. So he cruised around, relatively 
speaking, waiting for Agostini to pit. But 
Agostini, the old fox, didn’t come in right 
away. Finding he had a clear track ahead 
of him, he turned up the wick and reeled 


off four very fast laps. Roberts had mis- 
calculated. By the time Agostini came in 
for fuel, he had enough of a lead to get 
back on the track in front. 

Nonplussed, Roberts got his head to- 
gether with his tire engineer before the 
second 100-mile heat and they decided a 
new tire of the same compound would go 
the distance if they put more air in it. 

At the start, Roberts passed Agostini 
once again, and again began stretching out 
his lead. “Every time I looked back I could 
see him really scratchin’. You can always 
tell when a guy’s scratchin’. He was leavin’ 
his brakin’ real late, getting on the power 
real early and workin’ hard.” 

By the eighth lap, Roberts had a three- 
second lead. But again the bike wobbled 
in the fastest corner, where heat buildup 
on the tire was greatest. The whole 
chassis flexed, like a dog shaking its coat 
and, at the same instant, the rear wheel 
slid out and Roberts knew he was drifting 
toward the steel barrier. “It’s hard to say 
what you do when something happens at 
that speed,” he said. “You feel everything 
through your rear end, You don’t feel the 
handlebars turn at all until the bike’s 
startin’ to slide. Then you say to yourself, 
‘Aha, it’s driftin’,’ and you kinda shift your 
weight around, pick the bike up a little 
and roll the power off. But you don't 
back off on the throttle too suddenly or 
you'll throw yourself over the handle- 
bars.” 

Agostini was now a few feet behind him 
and closing. Roberts opened the throttle 
again. Again the motorcycle tried to shake 
him off, and again he caught the slide, 
gently turning the handlebars two inches 
to the left, into the direction of the drift. 
He was on full lock. Two inches is as far 
as a road-racing bike turns; you steer it 
with your weight, not the handlebars. The 
bike came out of the slide, and Roberts 
waved Agostini on by. “It woulda been a 
bad place to come off,” he remembered, 
shaking his head. “The steel rail there 
woulda sieved me like a noodle, and I 
might have taken Ago with me. 

“Still,” he said, brightening up, “I set 
a new lap record, and I proved to myself 
T could beat Agostini, It'll just have to wait 
till next year.” 

After Italy, he went to England for a 
trio of races. Ago wasn’t there, but the 
competition was rough, At Mallory Park, 
a very tight little course on an English 
estate, Roberts had real problems in 
practice. “I was really screwin’ up,” he 
said. “So after practice, while we were 
waitin’ for the first heat, I went off and 
sat behind some boxes in the back of the 
truck where nobody could see me, and for 
20 minutes I went around and around 
that track in my mind, thinking where the 
rough spots were, the slow ones, the dan- 
gerous ones, where I could go faster, 
where I had to go slower. I just kept doin’ 
that till it was time to race.” 

Roberts was second to Barry Sheen in 
that first heat. He went back into the 
truck between heats and came out to beat 


_ Sheen in the second—and set a new lap 


record. 
“You have to keep thinking all through 
a race," he said. “Because things are al- 
ways changing. Your shocks wear out 
halfway through, so your bike starts 
(to page 47) 
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KENNY ROBERTS (from page 42) 


draggin’ the ground in some corners and 
you have to start takin’ a different line 
from everyone else. A nut gets loose on 
your brake or your brakes start to fade, 
the track gets oily, your throttle starts 
Stickin’. You got to work out all these 
things while you race. When you can turn 
the same time on the last lap as you 
turned on the first lap of a 200-mile race, 
that’s when you're really doin’ it.” 

This season as defending champion, 
Roberts will earn over $200,000. “But the 
bad part,” says he, “is the taxes. They 
don’t leave you much.” He shook his head 
despondently. “I wasn’t ready for it, and 
IT got some bad advice.” Roberts owns 
three houses in the horsey, society-page 
San Francisco suburb of Woodside, as 
well as his Modesto home. “But houses.” 
he said, “are an asset. What I need is a 
write-off. Nobody told me that.” 

For this kind of money, he must race in 
the U.S. “You can make 20 grand for 
winning at Daytona and seven or eight at 
Atlanta. They don’t pay like that in 
Europe,” he said. 

The other big factor is staying alive. 
Europe would probably mean road racing 
only for Roberts, and road racing is a lot 
more dangerous than dirt. Five riders 
were killed in a single crash at Monza 
last year, including two of Europe’s best. 
Early this spring, Roberts’ close friend 
and competitor, Cal Rayburn, was killed 
in a road race in New Zealand when his 
engine seized. 

So far, Roberts has been lucky: “You 
figure if you race you're gonna fall off. 
T've fallen off a coupla times, but I never 
hurt myself.” He reached up and knocked 
on the wooden wall of the booth behind 
him. “I was runnin’ the San Francisco 
mile last year. I had about a half a lap 
lead. On the last lap, when I went into the 
far corner, I said to myself, ‘ll hold it 
wide open, slide it real good, just to 
please the people.’ You have to be really 
on things to do that. You got to get the 
bike really sideways to get it slowed down 
enough to where you can run it wide open 
on the throttle. But about halfway around 
the corner, I said to myself, ‘Nah. Don’t do 
it, it’s a little rough.’ 

“So right about there, midway through 
the turn, you shut off the power for a 
split second and then bring it on again. 
I shut it off and there was this crunch, 
crunch noise an’ the thing went outta 
gear. [ thought, ‘God, it’s slipped out of 
gear and here we are doin’ 100 miles an 
hour.’ I jammed down on the gearshift 
lever and nothing happened. That crunch 
noise was the chain coming off. Then the 
rear wheel locked up. So then I laid the 
bike on its [engine] cases and let it go. It 
slid off ahead of me and took out seven 
or eight hay bales, and the next thing I 
know I was lyin’ there watchin’ the second 
place rider comin’ ‘round the turn. It all 
happened so fast I couldn't believe it. 

“When you come off a dirt bike,” he 
went on, “you just push it away from you 
so it don’t land on top of you. Then you 
try and relax and tumble nice an’ easy. 
It’s not usually too bad, unless somebody 
runs over you or you hit the fence. But in 
road racing, you don't have as much con- 
trol.” 


Roberts doesn’t drink coffee and he 
doesn’t smoke, so when we'd finished eat- 
ing we went right back to his house. 

There was a color TV in his bedroom, 
and I asked him what he watched. “Noth- 
ing much,” he said. “Whenever I turn it 
on, it always seems like it’s eleven o'clock 
and time for the news, and the news is 
always the same. I don’t care about 
politics or Nixon or the economy, The 
way I see Watergate is that if Nixon 
screwed up, he should pay for it. If I 
screw up in my job, TI fall on my butt. 
Why should he be any different?” 

Roberts relates to everything via the 
motorcycle, This is what he understands, 
this instrument he can use better than 
anyone else; it is his entré to life. What 
his obsession has cost him, it's hard to 
say; certainly it has set him apart. Tt has 
made him rich, but has also given him a 
load of premature responsibility he 
doesn’t enjoy and which further separates 
him from his friends. He has to maintain 
his obsessiveness: Roberts’ professional 
life is a very serious business. He makes 
more critical decisions every Saturday 
afternoon than most men make in a dec- 
ade—and he must be scrupulously honest. 
Deceive yourself in racing and you pay in 
blood. As they say, “When the flag drops, 
the bullshit stops.” 

Kenny Roberts doesn’t bullshit, ever. 
He is not reluctant to admit that he’s 
striving to be fully recognized as his 
sport’s first real superstar. “Whenever 
anyone thinks of a motorcycle,” he said, 
“I'd like them to think of Kenny Roberts. 
It’s when that happens that you really 
start makin’ the money.” 

Roberts knows he’s been fortunate. As 
he says, “The only trouble with my being 
Number One is that from here on there’s 
only one way for me to go, and that’s back 
down to the bottom.” 

“That's a hell of a thing for you to be 
thinking about,” I said. 

“T don’t too often,” he said, laughing. T 


“Now let me get this straight... 
you had no idea he's been dead for the 
last three days?” 
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Wall, closet and portable 
models. Check Yellow Pages under 
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VESCO’S AIRPLANE (from page 29) 


I must put one thing straight: per- 
sonally Robert Vesco doesn’t owe me a 
dime. When I went to work for him back 
in 1968, it was not specifically as his per- 
sonal pilot. Vesco’s interests are world- 
wide, and he required a large number of 
aircraft to shuttle back and forth from 
country to country and city to city. When 
he hired me, he was not looking for some 
leather-jacketed hotshot who would do 
anything for a buck. He regarded his 
aviation activities with all the serious- 
ness of an IBM, or any other huge cor- 
poration with its own fleet of aircraft. 

Vesco, through Fairfield General, en- 
gaged my company, Chelsea, Incor- 
porated, to provide him with the person- 
nel and management needed to operate 
his air fleet. This was after he had trans- 
ferred his operations to the Bahamas. I 
was never involved in any of his business 
dealings, although I have to admit that T 
was privy to much of his personal and 
business life. 

I left Vesco in July of 1973—of my 
own volition and with a friendly hand- 
shake. At that time, Vesco had shifted 
his base of operations from Nassau, in 
the Bahamas, to San Jose, Costa Rica. As 
a political move designed to placate the 
anti-Yankees in Costa Rica, Vesco agreed 
that his aviation people would be, if not 
Costa Ricans, at least non- Yankees, Vesco 
called me into his office and told me that 
I had to fire my crew and renounce my 
USS. citizenship if I wanted to stay on as 
his director of aviation, There was no way 
T would do either, so Vesco and Eisen- 
hauer parted after almost five very in- 
teresting years. We did agree, however, 
that my contract with Fairfield was still 
partially operative in areas other than 
Costa Rica. My last official act for the 
Vesco interests was to deliver the Boeing 
707 to Nassau and to turn the keys, logs 
and manuals over to the president of 
Fairfield General. 

When I quit Vesco, I asked him about 
the $50,000 I should be paid, and he said 
that payment was the responsibility of 
the people who ran Fairfield. I did not 
and do not hold that against Vesco. 

Ed and Chip showed up at my house 
at exactly seven o'clock on the evening 
of May 7. When I had told them that we 
were going to “bring Phyllis home,” I 
didn’t have to specify the risks involved, 
since they had seen the Vesco machine in 
action. They knew a little about the prob- 
lems I had been having with Fairfield, 
and I briefly filled them in on the details. 

Shortly after I had terminated my servy- 
ices with Vesco, I got a call from Joel 
Grady. president of Fairfield General, 
asking me if I could reassemble my crew 
and fly the Boeing from Fort Lauderdale, 
Florida, to Nassau in the Bahamas. This 
surprised me somewhat. I had a non- 
exclusive agreement with Fairfield to 
broker the sale of the Boeing and had 
lined up a potential buyer. I knew that 
Fairfield General also was seeking buyers 
and I was in for a good piece either way. 
Vesco wanted to liquidate the aircraft 
before someone slapped a lien on it. He 
wanted to make damn sure that he, not 
his creditors, got the cash. 


Fairfield General and its subsidiary, 
Skyways Leasing, Inc., which held actual 
title to the Boeing, were forbidden by a 
United States court to sell the airplane to 
either Vesco or any of Vesco’s other 
corporate interests. My job was simply 
to deliver the airplane to Nassau where it 
was supposed to be purchased by Air 
Intersales, Ltd., a dummy company set 
up by Vesco. I had Grady’s promise that 
my company would be paid for my serv- 
ices and the services of my crew, and that 
when the airplane was sold, I would be 
paid what was owed me under the agree- 
ment. 

I ferried the plane to Nassau and re- 
turned to the States. I was to get my 
money in Joel Grady’s office in Fair- 
field, New Jersey, in a couple of days. 
Grady himself was to hand deliver it to 
me. Grady never showed up. But he did 
get a message to me from Nassau, 

“Screw you, Charlie Brown,” he said. 
“Get in line with the rest of the creditors.” 

That was when I began to think about 
getting my hands on that goddamn Boe- 
ing. 

The idea flourished when I got a call 
from the law firm of Benenson & Mc- 
Laughlin, the court-appointed receivers 
for Fairfield General Corporation. They 
wanted my help in sorting out files and 
records in the Fairfield General offices. 
There was to be no fee for this service. 
The carrot they dangled was the promise 
of full payment of all monies owed my 
company. 

Benenson and McLaughlin were as 
helpless as everybody else in finding as- 
sets and satisfying creditors, and I was 
running close to personal bankruptcy by 
this time. I knew that there was some 
cash in the Fairfield account, and at the 
urging of Benenson, I petitioned the court 
to release something to me on a hardship 
basis. The court granted my petition to 
the tune of $7500. 

The Boeing loomed larger and larger 
in my mind and, with my prodding, on 
the minds of Benenson and McLaughlin. 
I got the impression, however, that their 
specialty was hand-wringing. 

“We'd love to have the Boeing,” they 
said. “But it’s in Nassau. We have to 
check with a Bahamian lawyer. What else 
can we do?” 

“Go get the sonofabitch,” I said. 

“How?” they asked. 

“T know how,” I said. “You authorize 
it and give me the goddamned money, and 
I'll get it for you. T'll park the bastard 
right on the ramp at Newark Airport.” 

They wanted to sleep on it. Talk to the 
judge—Essex County Judge Irwin I. 
Kimmelman—about it. They slept on it 
for a long time. 

By the time Benenson and McLaughlin 
got back to me, I was deep into cam- 
paigning for county office. They wanted 
to know exactly how I intended to “re- 
possess” the jet. I refused to tell them. 
Whatever I did depended upon absolute 
security, perfect timing and—well—plain 
guts. It would be dangerous, and I would 
not double the odds against success by 
telling anyone who was not a part of the 
“recovery team.” 

After all the delay and legal dithering, 
I got word from a contact in Nassau that 
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the Boeing was gone—and nobody knew 
where. IT was furious, and let Benenson 
and McLaughlin know it. 

“Can you find the plane for us?” they 
asked. 

“You pay the phone bills, and I'll find 
the Boeing,” T said. For once they showed 
some drive. 

“Okay,” I was told. “Find it. Then we'll 
talk about going after it.” 

Flying all over the world with Vesco, 
I had made an enormous number of con- 
tacts. Also, I knew Vesco’s habits and 
could guess the general area in which to 
look for the plane. I made a bunch of 
phone calls and traced Phy/lis to Buenos 
Aires, where Vesco’s friend, Juan Peron, 
had made his triumphant return, From 
there, the Boeing had flown to Caracas, 
Venezuela, where it had blown an engine. 
Trading upon my reputation and a service 
arrangement with Pan American, Joel 
Grady, Vesco’s “go-for,” negotiated the 
loan of an engine from Pan Am with a 
$50,000 front-money show of good faith 
obtained from Vesco funds. 

On an educated guess, I called an old 
friend at Tocumen International Airport 
in Panama City, Panama. 

“I’m looking for an airplane.” I told 
him, and described the Boeing. 

“Si,” he said, “there is one parked all 
by itself on the ramp.” 

I asked him to look for very specific 
identifying marks known only to me. He 
confirmed the plane’s identity. I thanked 
him and called my attorney, Howard A. 
Singer. 

“I found the Boeing,” I said. “Tell 
Benenson and McLaughlin.” 

Two days later Howard called me back. 


“They want to talk,” Howard said. “We 
have a meeting in their offices next Mon- 
day.” That was May 6. It was put-up or 
shut-up time. I sat down and began to lay 
out a meticulous plan. I also made a list 
of nonnegotiable conditions. Benenson 
and McLaughlin knew they had me by 
the clangers because I needed the money. 
But they had a pack of angry creditors and 
a judge snapping at their behinds. 

After a successful meeting only one 
difficulty remained: Benenson and Mc- 
Laughlin could not advance any money 
for expenses. 

We were back to square one. Benenson 
had an idea, however. 

“Why don’t you ask the judge for an 
additional $10,000 adyance against your 
claim for this venture?” 

Brilliant! Like the old saying: “Let's 
you and me have a duck dinner. You 
bring the duck.” I signed an affidavit at- 
testing to my need for the $10,000, in- 
cluding the reason. It was up to Benenson 
and McLaughlin to work it out with the 
judge. 

Actually, $10,000 was only one-third of 
what I estimated I would need for the 
project. I still had about $6100 left from 
the first $7500. But I had given my word, 
and now it was all my problem, The fol- 
lowing day two things happened: I got the 
$10,000 from the judge, and I mortgaged 
my house for $5000. Now I had $21,100. 
It would have to do. 

My plan was really quite simple. I 
would present myself in uniform to air- 
port authorities in Panama as the captain 
of the Silver Phyllis with instructions 
from my employer, Sefor Robert Vesco, 
to check out the airplane, pay whatever 


“It's a nice invention, but can't you come up with a better name for it than ‘wheel'?” 
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charges were levied against it, and fly it to 
the U.S.A. I would then inspect the Boe- 
ing, file a flight plan, and take off for 
Miami, Florida. 

Robert Vesco has his own personal 
force of bodyguards—Latin Americans 
and very tough. The honcho of this force 
was a middle-aged thug known only as 
“The Major.” These men were expert with 
all types of weapons. I knew how expert 
because I helped to train them. It was very 
possible that Vesco had assigned one or 
more of these hoods to keep an eye on 
the airplane and to terminally discourage 
anyone who tried even to approach it. 

Of course, Vesco might order a more 
subtle strategem. He might assign a 
watcher who would merely phone the 
Panamanian police that someone was 
trying to steal an airplane. The vision of 
a couple of dozen jeeps and trucks racing 
to the Phyllis and dumping gaggles of 
trigger-happy Panamanian police onto 
the ramp gave me the sweats. 

Almost anywhere in the world, the 
United States included, rank gets atten- 
tion. This is especially true in South 
America. Ed and Chip, as first officer and 
engineer, were three-stripers. That is, they 
wore three bands of gold braid on their 
sleeves. As airplane commander, I wore 
four. The Tocumen airport people, es- 
pecially in operations, are used to deal- 
ing with airplane commanders. I decided 
that the best cover we could use was to 
make the trip to Panama in uniform. 
Vesco had bought the Phyllis from Pan 
American, and used Pan Am uniforms 
without the Pan Am cap insignia or flight 
badges. He had designed his own. From 
even a short distance, we would appear to 
be just another “dead head” crew on the 
way to pick up an empty airplane. 

As I expected, the flight to Miami and 
the later flight to Panama were boringly 
uneventful. All during the trip we re- 
hearsed in our minds what each of us 
would do, and racked our brains to make 
certain that we hadn’t forgotten anything. 

Swiping a Boeing 707 is a lot more 
complicated than cross-wiring a Cadillac 
or a Chevy. The 707 is not just an air- 
plane. It’s an aviation system. Like the 
human body, it deteriorates when not 
used. There are tiny things of rubber and 
plastic that can dry out and go “pop!” at 
the most critical times. And the Silver 
Phyllis had been sitting for about five 
weeks in the Panamanian heat without, I 
was sure, the proper care. On the approach 
to Tocumen and taxiing in to the ter- 
minal, we spotted the Silver Phyllis sitting 
on the ramp like a lonely bird. 

We landed at about 8 p.m. on May 8 
and went directly to Pan American opera- 
tions where we cleared customs and immi- 
gration without difficulty. Then I asked 
to see the duty supervisor. The dice were 
thrown. 

The duty supervisor appeared, and I 
introduced myself in my most authorative 
manner. “I’m Captain Eisenhauer,” I said. 
“I'd like a status report on that Boeing 
sitting out there on the ramp—N99WT.” 

“All I know is that it’s been out there 
many weeks,” the man said. 

“Who brought it in?” I asked. 

“Tll have to look for the record.” 

(to page 55) 
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Als our great country approaches 
its second centennial. The Letcher 
Maint proudly presents a limited 
edition of intricately crafted 
commemorative medals...unique 
in all the world: 


For more than four years research has been conducted 
in the laboratories of The Letcher Mint, drawing heavily 
on the latest space-age developments in the forming of 
precious metals. 

As a result of these painstaking efforts by the craftsmen 
and technicians of the west’s largest private mint, we now 
can create a single amazing piece of metal—with pure 
24 K gold and the purest silver obtainable (99.9% silver) 
permanently combined to form a collector’s item of ex- 
ceptional rarity and beauty. This is not gold plating or 
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common “gold on silver’’—but an entirely new and 
revolutionary process. 


A Treasury of Americana 


In the relatively short span of time between 1776 and 
1976 the ideas and deeds of these great men helped make 
America the most influential country in the world. 


Mark Twain 

Thomas A. Edison 
Theodore Roosevelt 
Charles A. Lindbergh 
Dwight D, Eisenhower 
John F. Kennedy 


George Washington 
Benjamin Franklin 
John Paul Jones 
Alexander Hamilton 
Abraham Lincoln 
Robert E. Lee 


Now at a time when world events rush forward at breath- 
taking speed, the wise collector and novice alike have a 
rare opportunity. That of owning a series of precious 
medals of both historic significance and true intrinsic 
worth. 


Sculptured by Boris Buzan 


One of America’s greatest 
contemporary sculptors— 
Boris Buzan was honored by 
the prestigious Society of 
Medalists in 1969 for his 
Apollo 11 design. Having 
recently completed his 
Signers of the Declaration 
of Independence series, Mr. 
Buzan is devoting him- 
self to sculpturing 
the Great Amer- 
icans series for 
The Letcher Mint. 


Enduring Ualue 


As the cost of gold and silver on world markets spirals 
inexorably upward, there could be no wiser choice for 
the collector than a purchase of pure gold and pure silver 
medals and coins. For here truly is a commodity whose 
value is timeless and virtually indestructible. 

Each piece in this distinguished series measures a 
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advance in Gold Vletallurey 
The Worlds first Medallic Series 
in Gold Bas Relief 


full 39mm (1.53”) in diameter. 
The obverse side depicts each 
of 12 Great Americans 
sculptured in brilliant pure 
gold (24 K). The mirror- 
like, pure silver back- 
ground is finely detailed 
with illustrations indi- 
vidually designed for 
each of the 12 medals. 
The reverse dies are exqui- 
sitely engraved with fasci- 
nating biographical details in raised, frosted lettering, 
against the gleaming, pure silver background. And each 
piece contains‘a total of 5 grains of pure 24 K goldand370 
grains of pure .999 silver (more pure than sterling). 


Limited Edition 


In honor of the 200th anniversary of the American 
Revolution, 9,800 sets of Great Americans medals will be 
struck. 5,000 of these have been reserved for existing Let- 
cher Mint collectors, leaving only 4,800 available to the 
public at large, on a first come, first served basis. No other 
sets will be struck and the dies will be destroyed, insuring 
the rarity of the series and its value to the collector. 
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Price Guarantee 


The Great Americans series will be issued at the ap- 
proximate rate of one medal per month. $30 per piece will 
be maintained regardless of increases in the prices of gold 
and silver during the life of the series. This offer will 
expire December 30, 1974. 

To receive your set, please complete the order form 
below. Each medal will be sent to you postpaid via insured 
mail, in its own transparent viewing case. And you will 
be notified monthly as each medal is struck and ready for 
shipment. What's more, when the order for your fourth 
medal is confirmed, you will be sent prepaid, a luxurious 
presentation case with lock and key, to house your entire 
collection. 


Save $30 


Charge to your credit card account, or send a check for 
$330 with your application, and you will receive prepaid, 
all 12 medals and the beautiful presentation case without 
additional invoices or effort (you save $30). 

We believe that this extraordinary series will become 
one of your most valued possessions. If after viewing 
your first medal you do not agree, just return it within 10 
days for a full refund. After that you may discontinue 
your subscription at any time with no further obligation. 


The Letcher Mint, P.O. Box 107, Lancaster, California 93534 


The Letcher Mint 
P.O. Box 107 
Lancaster, California 93534 


Please reserve my subscription for the 12 Great Americans in Gold Bas Relief (Pure 24 K Gold—5 grains, plus Pure 
.999 Silver—370 grains) to be shipped approximately one per month, postpaid. I understand that I will be billed regularly 


with each monthly shipment. 
(_] Enclosed is my payment of $30.00 for the first medal. 
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Reservation ‘Form 
This offer will expire December 30, 1974. 
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[] Master Charge 
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[-] Carte Blanche 
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VESCO’S AIRPLANE (from page 50) 


We had a nervous wait until the duty 
supervisor returned. According to his 
records a Bahamian World Airways 
crew had landed the airplane without 
prior clearance and had taken the next 
flight out. They left no word as to why 
the 707 had been flown to Tocumen or 
when someone would come to pick it up. 

“That’s why I’m here,” I told him. “I’m 
flying this airplane back to the United 
States. I'll clear up any charges against it 
and pay in cash for all necessary handling 
and services by Pan American.” 

“Tt is not so simple,” the supervisor 
said. He indicated an official-looking doc- 
ument. “The government has impounded 
the Boeing for entering Panama illegally. 
You must clear this matter with the Sub- 
Director of Civil Aviation of Panama.” 
He made it sound as if I had to get a 
signed release from God. 

Ed and Chip looked sick. I went into a 
buddy-buddy routine with the supervisor. 
I wanted to know all the details and 
maybe get some hint of how I could put 
things right. Going through Panamanian 
bureaucratic channels could become a 
career in itself. We went into the super- 
visor’s office, where we could talk. 

That the Boeing had landed without 
permission was bad enough, the super- 
visor told me. Such a violation of Pan- 
amanian sovereignty was sufficient to im- 
pound the aircraft. But not to give any 
explanation, to offer some face-saving ex- 
cuse, was an insult to Panama. I got the 
impression that the Panamanian Sub- 
Director of Civil Aviation was willing to 
let the Silver Phyllis rot where it sat. 

I had to be very careful. I wanted 
desperately to expedite things, but I 
couldn’t risk getting aggressive. I ex- 
plained to the supervisor that I was in 
something of a hurry and would be most 
appreciative if he could assist me. He was 
“muy simpatico.” 

“I know personally the man who 
signed the order impounding the Boeing,” 
he said. 

“Can you get in touch with him?” 

“Of course,” he said. “In the morning.” 

“Tonight,” I said. 

“He is at the university,” the super- 
visor said. “I will call him at home. Per- 
haps he will phone back.” Word was left 
at the man’s home, and the wait began. 

His call came at midnight. The super- 
visor did the talking. My Spanish isn’t 
much, and I could grasp only bits and 
pieces. Finally the supervisor hung up. 
He looked both victorious and weary. 

“He will see you tomorrow morning,” 
he said. I started to protest. 

“Tomorrow morning,” he said. “But 
you must prepare a letter to him explain- 
ing why the airplane came to Panama 
without a clearance. You must apologize. 
It must be sincere. There will be an 
indemnity. If he accepts your apology on 
behalf of the government and you pay the 
indemnity, he will release the aircraft.” 

“T'll have to bullshit the guy,” I said. “T 
don’t know the reason the Boeing landed 
here.” Actually, I was pretty sure of the 
reason, but putting it on paper could 
only make things worse. 

“T believe I can help you,” the super- 
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visor said. “I am studying political science 
at the university, and I think I know what 
the Director wants to hear.” 

So we sat right down and composed the 
letter. It was a beautiful, sincere and 
humble letter, filled with profuse apol- 
ogies, and included a firm promise to pay 
all fines. 

Before I went inside with the supervisor, 
I had told my crew to get out to the air- 
plane somehow and check the fuel. 

With an admirable display of cool, Ed 
and Chip asked for a Pan Am main- 
tenance truck and a driver to take them 
out to the Boeing. No sweat. They were 
back and waiting when I finished the 
letter. 

“That Bahamian crew brought her in 


on fumes,” Ed told me. 

“Throw some power on and cross- 
check the gauges,” I told him. “Check the 
oil and pressurize the hydraulics. See if 
she’s leaking fuel out of any of the lines.” 

I was too tired to sleep. I sat down and 
began to work up a budget. But it was 
no-go. Until I knew what the Panamanian 
government was going to sock me, I 
couldn't come up with any meaningful 
numbers. One thing I did know was that 
kerosene, which is what jet aircraft burn, 
costs 60 cents a gallon, and I needed a 
minimum of 8500 gallons, under optimum 
conditions. I worked on the fuel problem 
trying to outguess Lady Luck. I computed 
for a three-engine operation, extra long- 
range cruise, and so forth, and included 
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a disaster factor—like having to evade the 
fighter craft that Vesco or Panama might 
send up to intercept us after we took off. 
But I knew Phyllis better than any other 
pilot in the world. I knew precisely what 
her drinking capacity was. In the years I 
had flown her, I had insisted that an hour 
by hour log be kept on fuel consumption 
under every condition imaginable. And 
we constantly worked out “What Ifs.” We 
didn’t fly airline routes. We didn’t have 
a ground staff we could call for data from 
a staff of experts. We solved our own 
problems. So, apart from the danger, this 
flight would be nothing new. 

I decided on a direct flight over Cuba. 
A beeline is the safest. I had no fears 
about overflying Cuba. That country has 
matured somewhat in its understanding 
of air operations. 

One of the bits of information brought 
back by Ed and Chip was that a “little fat 
man” had been around and had changed 
the entire lock assembly of the aircraft. 
I had mentioned earlier that I had turned 
over the keys of the Boeing to the pres- 
ident of Fairfield General. I had no wor- 
ries about that. I went out to the airplane 
to take a look. The little fat man wasn’t 
as clever as he thought—a simple bit of 
screwdriver surgery and we had easy ac- 
cess to the Boeing. 

But the little fat man himself presented 
a problem. From a more detailed descrip- 
tion,I knew who he was. He was one of 
my former crew members who had “gone 
over to the other side”—to the nonavia- 
tion Vesco faction. Now he was Vesco’s 
security man in Panama. He didn’t worry 
me a tenth as much as The Major and his 
gang. I was greatly relieved that Vesco 
had sent the little fat man, but I wanted 
to know if he was still around. His pres- 
ence suggested something more sinister 
than just changing locks. It would be like 
Vesco to have the Boeing booby-trapped 
to prevent the plane from either getting 
off the ground or, if it got airborne, ever 
getting to where it was supposed to go. I 
put Ed and Chip to work looking for 
things that didn’t belong. 

“Start in the ass end and work for- 
ward,” I told them. But a 707 is a very 
big airplane, and by 3 a.m. they had 
only been able to check the most access- 
ible places. I called a halt to the search. 
We all needed sleep, and I didn’t want to 
look like a pilot for a nonsked cargo line 
when I met the Sub-Director of Civil 
Aviation for Panama. 

The next morning we got our first im- 
portant break. We had risen about nine, 
breakfasted and checked in at Pan Am op- 
erations. Ed and Chip would continue to 
inspect the airplane and look for break- 
downs while I went downtown. As soon 
ds I had good news,I would call them, 
and they would get things moving. At 
Pan Am operations,I bumped into an old 
friend who had been a supervisor for the 
airline in another Latin American coun- 
try. He knew I was the captain of Vesco’s 
707, and it looked as if he did not know 
that I was the ex-captain. 

If there was any one man in the West- 
ern hemisphere who at that moment could 
expedite the services I would need to get 
Phyllis off the ground, it was my friend. 
Without telling him why I was flying the 


airplane out of Panama, I told him what 
I needed and of my troubles with the sub- 
director of aviation. 

“He’s an old buddy of mine,” my friend 
said. He took out one of his business cards 
and scribbled a note on its back saying 
that he knew me to be the captain of the 
707, and that he personally vouched for 
me. “Give the sub- director this,” he said. 
“T am certain it will help.” 

I was ready to go up the wall by the 
time the Pan Am duty supervisor and the 
sub- director got down to business, The 
duty supervisor went into an account of 
my reasons for being in Panama, of my 
total innocence of any responsibility for 
the grievous insult to the Republic of Pan- 
ama, and of my deep distress at the willful 
disregard of Panamanian laws and sov- 
ereignty by the Bahamian crew. At the 
peak of his oratory, he flourished the 
letter of apology. 

The sub- director read the letter gravely. 
Then he smiled like El Exigente in the 
coffee commercials, and came out from 
behind the desk and put his arm around 
my shoulders. I felt like crying, it was so 
beautiful. 

“You may take your airplane,” he said. 

I thanked him profusely. Now all I 
wanted to do was get back to Tocumen 
and get the hell out of Panama. But 
there was yet one more detail- 

The sub- director had to make a phone 
call. In rapid Spanish, he instructed his 
airport staff precisely how much money 
was to be collected. I didn’t catch the 
amount, but I did hear him say that the 
Boeing was to be released to me as soon 
as the amount had been paid—in cash. 

As we left the sub- director’s office, his 
secretary had a call for me. Chip was on 
the other end. 

“Tke,” he said. “Lear Jet N33TR just 
landed, and I spotted .” He gave 
the name of a prominent Latin American 
diplomat who is a friend of Vesco’s. 
“There were two passengers. I don’t know 
them.” 

I asked Chip if he and Ed had been 
seen. 

“No,” he said, “we were tucked into a 
corner.” 

“Are they still there?” I asked. 

“Yes,” Don said. 

“Okay,” I told him, “keep an eye on 
them.” 

The Lear Jet was one of Vesco’s fleet 
and was on loan from a personal friend. 
It was the only jet he had at his disposal, 
the others having been repossessed. On 
the way back to the airport, I wondered 
why the hell the Lear Jet had shown up in 
Panama at that moment. Had we been 
spotted? Had someone made a phone call 
to Vesco? 

When I rejoined my crew, my fears 
were partly allayed. 

“No sweat, Captain,” Chip said. “They 
refueled and took off.” 

It was hard to believe that Vesco’s 
diplomat pal hadn’t noticed that the 
Phyllis was surrounded with a power unit 
and fuel trucks. At any rate, I did not 
discount the possibility that they had seen 
what was going on, and that Sefior Diplo- 
mat had made some “arrangements.” 

Like what? Like the sudden appear- 
ance of cops and soldiers to arrest us as 


soon as we set foot inside the airplane. 
Or if that couldn’t be arranged, a speed- 
ing truck or car to intercept the Boeing as 
it roared down the runway on takeoff. If 
Vesco couldn’t have the Boeing, he could 
destroy it and collect the insurance. 

I itched to speed up the routine of 
getting cleared. But I had to keep my 
cool. As far as the Panamanians were 
concerned, this was a routine flight. I paid 
all the fees and assessments, ordered the 
fuel and paid for it. 

All during this, I noticed a little guy 
in a droopy army shirt who was packing 
a .45 automatic that looked like it 
weighed more than he did. He followed 
us wherever we went. 

“Who the hell is that?” I asked the 
duty supervisor. My friend went over to 
the guy with the gun. 

“He said that he was hired by a little 
fat man to watch the airplane for ten 
dollars a day. He says he is owed $350. 
He wants to know who you are, and says 
that the little fat man told him that only 
he would come for the airplane. He is 
worried that someone is trying to cheat 
him out of his money.” 

We negotiated with the little man with 
the gun. I paid him his money. In fact, I 
gave him a $50-bonus. But he was still a 
problem. I didn’t want him around to 
cause trouble if he suddenly got an at- 
tack of the smarts. Through the duty 
supervisor, I instructed the guard that his 
services were no longer needed, but that 
I would hire him for $100 to perform a 
special mission for me. I had left some 
important papers in the trunk of a car 
that I had rented, parked near the uni- 
versity or somewhere along the water- 
front. It was a black and red Plymouth. 
He was to find the car and report its loca- 
tion to me, so that I could get my very im- 
portant papers. 

He took the money and was off like a 


shot. I was pretty sure he was not about 
to go looking for that car. 

As soon as he had left, I hustled over 
to the airplane where Chip was arguing 
with the fueler. 

“He won't start pumping until he sees 
the cash,” Chip told me. 

I dug into my wad again, counted out 
about $5500 in $100-bills. “Start pump- 
ing,” I told the fueler. I couldn’t afford 
full tanks, so I estimated the amount I 
needed for my flight to Florida, allowed 
a margin of safety. 

The next 45 minutes were worse than 
a Chinese fire drill. I distributed preflight 
checklists to Ed and Chip. They ran the 
cockpit check, while I inspected the air- 
plane, fore and aft, top and bottom, look- 
ing for little black boxes that go “boom!” 
At the same time, I kept nudging the 
fueler to pump faster. 

Finally, after 45 minutes, I was ready 
to go. But the goddamn fueler was still 
pumping. Checking the gauges on the fuel 
truck, I saw that we were a couple of 
hundred gallons short of what I wanted. 
I had to make a decision. 

“Pull the pumps and get that truck the 
hell out of the way!” I told the startled 
fueler. Then I ordered the ground-support 
equipment cleared and boarded the 
Boeing. 

I had advised Pam Am operations that 
I wanted an “air start.” A jet engine 
is mounted on a truck chassis. Its thrust 
is channeled through a thick hose into 
each engine. The engines are started one at 
a time. 

In my inspection, hasty as it had to be, 
I was certain that the engines had not 
been tampered with. But there are a lot 
of parts to an intercontinental jet engine. 
One missing connection deep in the gut 
could be disastrous. 

Ed, Chip and I monitored the starting 
of each engine with taut nerves. I was 
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prepared, if necessary, to fly the Boeing 
from takeoff to landing on three engines. 
I prayed I wouldn’t have to. 

“If you've got pressure, turn three!” I 
told the engineer as I buckled in. 

“Pressure’s up, turning three,” he said. 
He sounded calm. 

“Fuel on three, ignition on three!” I 
called out. “Fire in the hold—the bastard’s 
lit.” 

Woooosh! That's one engine! 

Then two. Then three... four. 

“All four going and checked normal,” 
Chip called. 

I called Panama control for taxi clear- 
ance and half expected to be told to stop 
the aircraft. But Panama control came 
back matter-of-factly: 

“You are cleared to go and hold short of 
the runway. Advise when ready for take- 
off.” 

I was beginning to feel better. I ac- 
knowledged and turned to Ed. 

“How about that,” I said. 

The Silver Phyllis rolled slowly toward 
the takeoff end of the single runway. Dur- 
ing the taxi, I called for the checklists in 
proper sequence. I hurried the checklists 
as the runway came in sight. 

“T want this bastard ready to go as soon 
as we hit that runway,” I told the crew. 

“Panama, this is nine nine whiskey- 
tango ready to take it on the roll,” I ad- 
vised the tower. 

“Boeing nine nine whiskey-tango, you 
are cleared for takeoff. Contact departure 
airborne. Have a nice trip.” 

“Thank you, gentlemen,” I said. ‘Keep 
the faith. We'll be seeing you.” 

As we turned onto the runway, I 
changed my mind about a rolling takeoff. 
I had been craning my neck looking for 
vehicles moving toward the runway. Short 
of some guy with a high-powered rifle, the 
only way to stop the Silver Phyllis now was 
to crash it by driving a vehicle into its take- 
off path. 

About 4000 feet down the runway, an- 
other taxi-strip entered. Now 4000 feet is a 
very short distance for a jet aircraft like 
the Boeing 707. Normally, you have at 
least 10,000 feet of runway. 

I was carrying no passengers, and I had 
no cargo and a light load of fuel. I knew 
I could take that airplane off in less than 
4000 feet. I had done it before. If anyone 
did want to try to stop the Boeing, the 
only place he could do it was at the 4000- 
foot mark. 

I stopped the Boeing on the runway 
and locked the brakes. 

“Takeoff all four,” I called to the engi- 
neer. He moved the levers forward. By the 
time those engines were belching out a 
total of more than 70,000 pounds of 
thrust, the airplane was literally skipping 
forward. As light as she was, there was no 
holding her with the brakes. 

“Here we go,” I said finally, and re- 
leased the brakes. The 707 jumped like a 
greyhound out of the starting gate. 

“Eighty knots,” Ed called out. I kept 
my eye on the runway center line. But 
thank God for peripheral vision. I felt I 
had eyeballs like a fly. There was nothing 
on the taxi-way to my left. I had the feel, 
now, of the rudder. 

“Vee one!” Ed called. We were com- 
mitted. This was the critical point. 


“Vee R!” 

The nose was up. 

Thump! The nosewheel came off the 
ground. 

Thump! Thump! The main landing- 
gear struts extended. Silver Phyllis was 
airborne. 

“Vee two!” Ed said. “Positive rate of 
climb!” 

“Gear up,” I said. 

I held the angle of the nose at 13 de- 
grees above the horizon. The airspeed 
indicator edged toward 180 knots. 

“Four hundred feet,” Ed called. 

“Rated power, flaps 20,” I said. 

Shortly afterwards, I called for the flaps 
to be fully retracted, and we began our 
climb to our cruise altitude of 39,000 feet. 

We were all feeling pretty good. But we 
weren't home free yet. I was still worried 
about those little black boxes that go 
“boom.” Something as small as a cigarette 
package can do the job. Any unexploded 
device aboard the aircraft would be deto- 
nated at a specific altitude by the use of an 
aneroid device, similar to a barometer, 
which would close an electrical circuit. 

High-altitude aircraft are “pressurized” 
in flight. The cabin pressure is set for pas- 
senger comfort regardless of the actual 
altitude. At no time does the internal cabin 
pressure reflect an altitude of more than 
8000 feet. I intended to find out the hard 
way if we had any pressure-sensitive de- 
vices. 

“Bring the cabin pressure up fast,” I 
told the engineer. “Set it at nine.” 

By pressurizing the cabin quickly at a 
lower altitude, we stood a better chance of 
survival if something blew. At 39,000 feet, 
the tiniest hole would cause the airplane 
to disintegrate. 

The engineer brought the cabin pressure 
up to 9000 feet. Nothing happened. So 
far, so good. We had, for the most part, 
eliminated internal devices. But there was 
still the chance that a hidden device had 
been set to explode on descent rather than 
on ascent. That worry would plague us at 
the end of our flight. 

For the next five minutes or so, our new 
“pucker point” was 18,000 feet and exter- 
nal explosive devices. 

We had already passed the 10,000 mark 
and had only eight to go. It was a sweaty 
climb. But we got there. We all knew that 
the trigger of a device could be activated 
right up to our assigned altitude of 39,000 
feet, but at 18,000 we felt that we were 75 
percent safe. 

When we hit 39,000, we began to relax. 
About all we faced now was the unlikely 
prospect of somebody’s fighter aircraft 
coming after us. 

“Next stop, Florida,” I announced. Two 
hours to touchdown. If we: made it, we 
would have pulled off the first interna- 
tional “repossession” in U.S. aviation his- 
tory. 

Elation gave way to caution. We had 
two hours to go and two hours of fuel. 
I considered landing in Mexico or Cuba. I 
did not like either prospect. 

I had a little time to think during that 
two-hour flight. What, I asked myself, was 
I doing with $3.5-million of somebody 
else’s airplane strapped to my butt at 
39,000 feet over the Caribbean? I had a 
lousy $400 left in my poke. I had no guar- 


TRUE / OCTOBER 1974/ 59 


home. 


ing 


o 
a= 
Cte 

e) 
~ 

=| 

O- 
tus) 
2 

ia) 
~ 

oO 
Oo 


thout leav 


wi 


~ mt “a 
“a ete ol 
ea rs 


Here's a deer bullet 
that wont go all topieces 


if it runs into a bear. 


It’s the Remington “Core-Lokt” bullet that we 
load into twenty-six big-game calibers. 

This bullet takes into account that there’s just 
no telling what you might run into in the woods. 

It expands beautifully to over twice its origi- 
nal caliber—delivers the shock power you need to 
keep a deer from running into the next county. 

But this expansion is controlled. The fired 
bullet above was actually recovered from a Kodiak 
bear. It still retains 62% of its original weight. Dra- 


matic proof that a “Core-Lokt” doesn’t go all to 
pieces on tough game. 

A very comforting fact to know. And prob- 
ably why Remington cartridges with “Core-Lokt”’ 
bullets have dropped more big 
game than any other. 

Before you buy your ammo 
for this season’s hunt, take another 
look at the picture. 

Anybody can run into a bear. 


Great guns deserve great ammunition. We make both. 
“Remington” and ‘‘Core-Lokt” Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


60 / TRUE / OCTOBER 1974 


VESCO’S AIRPLANE (from page 58) 


antee that anyone would buy the goddamn 
airplane once I got it back to New Jersey. 
T didn’t even know for sure that I hadn't 
committed an act of piracy, and that once 
I landed in Florida someone wouldn't 
greet me with a warrant and sling me in 
the nearest jail. Not only did I still have 
to worry about what might happen on our 
descent, but I had to make damn certain 
that my fuel supply outlasted the miles I 
still had to go. There was some awful 
weather ahead as we neared the coast of 
Florida, and Miami was out for a landing. 
I decided to go directly into Fort Lauder- 
dale, which was also a port of entry 
where we could clear customs and immi- 
gration. 

We came down from 39,000 like a fat 
lady dipping into a cold tub, If anyone 
had so much as sneezed, I think we all 
would have had heart attacks. But the 
landing was routine. 

We took off the following morning for 
Newark and, as I had promised, I parked 
the Silver Phyllis right where I said I 
would. The press was there—and the re- 
ceivers for the judge. A sheriff boarded 
the Boeing and did his official number. My 
job was finished. T headed for operations 
with my crew. We all took a certain 
amount of pride in the adventure. It hasn't 
paid off yet. The Boeing waits at Newark 
for a new owner, and I'm still waiting to 
get paid. 

As I took a last look at Silver Phyllis 
that day of May 10, I thought of my last 
meeting with Robert L. Vesco. 

“What are you going to do, Ike?” he 
asked me. “How are you going to get 
along without me?” 

“T'll manage, Bob,” T said. “In fact I’m 
writing a book about you.” The smile 
never left his face. 

“You'll never live to spend the profits,” 
he said. 

We shook hands, and I left. T 
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MEAN OLD OUTLAW (from page 32) 


Vocational School in Topeka. One day 
some of the older boys dared me to steal 
a ten-cent bottle of soda pop from a store. 
T did, and the next day the owner identi- 
fied me. I was expelled’ from school. For 
a ten-cent bottle of soda pop!” His mouth 
tightens. ‘Man, was T bitter. After that, T 
didn’t care about anything. My folks were 
poor people, but proud, so I couldn’t go 
home. I hitchhiked into El Paso, Texas, 
and started working as a waiter on the 
railroads. But T was always looking for a 
way to get back at society, Always looking 
to pull off a job that would be a sure 
thing.” At 14, Curly held up his first store 
and got away with $235, “It was so easy, I 
decided that crime was the life for me. 
... That’s how I got started.” 

He grew older and tougher. His crimes 
accelerated until people throughout the 
Midwest cringed at the name Curly Smith. 
Young gangsters sought him out to team 
up with him. “We did it all, back then. 
Sure, now and then a guy would get 
knocked off. When there’s gunplay, some- 
One’s gotta get hurt. We went from small 
stickups to big-time interstate transporta- 
tion. You know, stolen cars, truckloads of 
furs. Once me and a bunch of my bovs 
were boarding a train in Missouri, with 
all these hot furs. Suddenly the dicks came 
from out of nowhere—they nailed us 
right there, I got 35 years for that one in 
the Missouri state pen, but naturally I 
made parole.” 

He looks out the bus window a moment, 
watching farm country whiz by, “Ill tell 
you this once and for all, and don't ask 
again. T was a gangster—an outlaw and 
a fugitive. I was wanted for so many 
crimes there was a 17-state alarm out for 
me. As soon as one prison sentence was 
up, they'd turn me over to another prison. 
I finally got tired of it and busted out.” Of 
which prison? He digs deep into his mem- 
ory. “Lemme see now, there were so many. 
.,.Oh yeah, it was Kansas State. I can 
still hear those bloodhounds on my heels, 
and me prayin’, ‘Oh, Lawd, don’t fail me 
now!’ I jumped a freight car and got away 
clean.” 

People still remember his nationwide 
burglary ring that staked out homes of the 
rich and then cleaned them out. Tt was 
estimated that in one year the ring grossed 
over $30-million. “But that’s past history. 
I don’t like to dwell... and besides, I paid 
my dues.” 

But somehow the past keeps slipping its 
paw in the door. “I was a tough bugger. 
T used to say IT don’t feel. I don’t hurt. T 
don’t bleed. Then one day I found myself 
in a shoot-out with the law. I went down 
with six .38 caliber bullets in me. When 
I woke up they had pumped 38 pints of 
blood into me, and I only had one-third of 
my liver left. I felt. I hurt. I bled. And 
when I didn't die, I decided I was left here 
for a reason...to do some good. That's 
when IT decided to go straight and work 
within the system, trying to help other 
cons.” 

The bus stops to refuel in some barren, 
little town, and we pile out for fresh air. 
Curly faces into the raw night wind, and 
stares down the road back into his past. 
During his last stretch in prison, he began 
to study law. “Actually, I've been reading 


4 
law books since I was a kid, but you see 
I had this other little interest—I also had 
crime on my mind!” He rocks back on his 
heels and his laughter is a sonic boom of 
good humor. When he opens his mouth, 
you see there are only two teeth left in his 
gums, He looks like a wild man, yet he 
had the smarts to beat the system out of 
three life sentences, totaling 327 years. 
“I’m the only man walking the streets to- 
day with 23 felony convictions.” He says 
this humbly, like a man who appreciates 
one extra chance to roll the Karmic dice. 

When he was finally paroled, Curly 
proved himself as head of the legal depart- 
ment of Fortune Society, an organization 
that rehabilitates ex-offenders. Six months 
later, after he had honed his legal know- 
how, he joined four ex-cons who were 
forming an independent organization 
called Justice Research Center, a nonprofit 
para-legal group that would assist the de- 
fense in New York City courts, “We do 
most of the footwork for the defending 
attorney. If a guy is guilty, he’s guilty. But 
if I believe someone is being framed, I do 
my own personal investigating,” he says, 
as he massages his knuckles, 

Hours later, as we reach Clinton, which 
is near the Canadian border, Curly be- 
comes withdrawn, like a man approach- 
ing hell, who's already been there. They 
call Clinton State Penitentiary “Little Si- 
beria.” Most of the 1800 inmates are from 
in and around New York City, and they 
soon learn that “Little Siberia” refers not 
only to the cold, but to the numbing 
isolation from friends or family. Few vis- 
itors care to make the 300-mile trek from 
the big city to Dannemora, the tacky town 
that plays reluctant host to Clinton, Except 
for special occasions, the inmates rarely 
catch a look at a civilian. And except for 
special dreams, they never see a good- 
looking woman. The two rock and soul 
bands on this bus are a special occasion, 
with writhing go-go girls for the special 
dreams, 

The show is scheduled to begin at 10 
a.m, At 9:55, 1800 men sit tense, appre- 
hensive, and silent. Then, from the back 
rows forward, word is passed like a col- 
lection plate that Curly Smith is back. 
“That’s no shit! Curly hooked up with 
these bands and bussed all the way up 
from New York City just to see some of 
his cons!” Curly Smith. Curly Smith. The 
words ping-pong off the walls. Even the 
guards recognize the name. Curly Smith, 
ex-inmate of Clinton, legendary gangster, 
who, after 30 years behind bars, made it 
back out to the straight life. 

Suddenly the emcee steps out on the 
stage and wordlessly points to a figure 
hunching down in a front-row seat. The 
spotlight picks out a nimbus of electrified 
hair, a shiny copper face, and a wide, 
toothless smile. The shock of recognition 
is registered in the thunderous applause of 
1800 inmates. “Oh, Jesus, it is Curly! Curly 
Smith is back! Curly!” It’s almost a chant 
as the inmates dance in place and cheer 
until the curtain slices up on the two Latin 
bands. While the men lock into the rhythm 
of the soul sounds, Curly Smith slowly 
turns his head, picking out faces in the 
audience, This trip, he will confer with 
three men whose cases he is appealing. The 
men nod back at him. 

While the show rolls on, Curly and I 
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take sharp, clear pictures and slides 
anywhere, Without any fuss. And never miss 
those ‘‘once in a lifetime shots” again. Our 
TL Electro-X and its budget priced brother the 
TL Electro (shown) are waiting for you at 
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your local Yashica dealer. 


exit and shiver through dark prison tun- 
nels with electric gates that lead to the 
cellblocks. A guard points us to a cell on 
the first block. A cell so small there is 
hardly room to walk. Maybe for that rea- 
son the man in it is not standing, but 
crouching. Maybe he’s polishing his shoes, 
or picking something up from the floor. 
But we have caught him in a subhuman 
position, and he flinches, Curly hisses at 
the guard, “Not this cell, man. I wanted to 
show her an empty cell.” He backs away, 
remembering hell again. 


One of Curly’s cons meets with him in 
a conference room to discuss his case. 
“Now look, Howard,” Curly leans into his 
conversation. “You got to give it to me 
straight—they’ve sentenced you to life 
because you confessed to shooting that old 
man who died. Now you're telling me that 
confession was forced out of you by the 
detective who interrogated you, because 
he promised you heroin. You needed a fix 
then, right? And you would have agreed 
to anything then, right? Well, if I appeal 
your case and get you a new trial, you’ve 
got to take the stand and testify that you 
were coerced ...err, forced into a con- 
fession because you were on H then.” He 
snaps his fingers, waiting for a response. 

The man shakes his head and starts 
sniffling. “Curly, I can’t take the stand and 
say that about a cop. I'd be writing my 
own death certificate. If I got out of prison, 
he'd blow my head off.” 

“Goddammit, man,” Curly explodes, 
“you gonna die behind bars for some- 
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thing another man did! Your prints weren't 
even on that gun. You were merely an 
accomplice to a robbery! And the sonofa- 
bitch who killed the old man did eight 
months and is walking the streets today, 
a free man!” His eyes flash. His pulse 
points bulge with fury, and you get a 
glimpse of the old Curly Smith—the half- 
breed outlaw that six slugs couldn't kill. 
The inmate cowers before him, and Curly 
eases up on the man. “Howard, you got 
family out there...people waiting for 
you. All you've got to do is take the stand 
and tell the truth. The detective who in- 
terrogated you faces possible dismissal 
from the force because of brutality with 
prisoners. He beat you up. He promised 
you a fix if you confessed. And then he 
beat you up again. Is that what you call 
justice?” 

For 30 long minutes. Curly alternately 
yells and whispers to the man—big legal 
words rubbing against American under- 
world argot in his patter. At the end of the 
session, Curly is wringing wet but satisfied. 
The man is willing to testify against the 
detective and fight for his freedom. 

While Curly meets with another con- 
vict, Howard walks back to the auditorium 
whispering to me, “You know, they hated 
Curly when he was here. They feared him. 
He knew too much law. He used to inform 
the prisoners of their rights. The guards 
wouldn't touch him. Yeah, he had a heavy 
past on the outside—a gunman and an 
outlaw. But here in Clinton, the inmates 
respected him. He didn’t screw around. 
You played it square with him, he played 


it square with you. Wanna hear some- 
thing? He talked the warden into letting 
him keep a blowtorch in his cell—for his 
machinery work! Ever hear of a prisoner 
allowed to keep a blowtorch in his cell?” 

By the time Curly has finished meeting 
with his other two cons, both bands and 
the girls are jamming it up for the big 
finale back in the auditorium. Everyone is 
rockin’ and swayin’ as the convicts file out, 
still applauding and hanging back. For the 
1800 men at Clinton, it has been a special 
occasion. But for Curly it has been another 
routine weekend visit to another state 
prison. Another chance to pump hope into 
the souls of his cons. On the night-long 
bus drive back to the city, as people curl 
into commas of sleep, Curly is busy jotting 
down memos and phone numbers. Names 
to remember, judges to call, people to con- 
tact in behalf of his men back in the 
“joint,” 

A few days later, Curly and the rest of 
the staff puzzle over where to store the 
office furniture if they can’t make this 
month's rent. The landlord is threatening 
eviction. Right now, Justice Research Cen- 
ter has no immediate funding in sight. They 
operate out of their own pockets. Some 
days they pool their change for cigarettes. 
Some days they don’t smoke. “Hell, we 
don’t even have the money for a moving 
truck,” says Sylvia Roman, director of the 
group. Just 37 years old, she has spent 
over 12 years in women’s prisons all over 
the state, for drugs and other felonies. “I 
always did the maximum time,” she says, 
“because there was no one to fight for me 
in court. Now I’m working to give other 
women the chance I never had.” 

Despite their financial difficulties, the 
group continues to work and earn respect. 
Superintendent Essie Murph, the head of 
the Women’s House of Detention on 
Riker’s Island, nods her head when Sylvia 
passes through the doors of the prison to 
confer with a female inmate whose case 
she and Curly are appealing. And when 
Curly visits the men’s prison on Riker’s 
Island, gates automatically slide open. He’s 
one of the few visitors who is allowed to 
drive his car onto the prison grounds. 

Up in Spanish Harlem, Drake Young, 
an ex-inmate of Riker’s Island, talks about 
how Curly helped him when he got back 
out on the street. “When Curly heard my 
time was almost up, he came to see me. 
I was shaky, scared. Being in the can does 

(to page 69) 
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NAUGHTY TALK SHOW 
“In a suggestive lilt, 
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35-25-35. Bill-o replies: 
‘l’ll be there at nightfall. 
Leave the porch 
lighton.’”’ 
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IT HAPPENED IN SPORTS 


The Battle of the Ages 5) cao wor 


Could the Kentucky Rosebud 
stand up to a fighter 18 years 
younger? 


Long before the fighters entered the ring, a 
hushed anticipation cloaked the crowd 
jammed into New York’s ancient Broadway 
Sporting Club that frigid night in February 
1916. The bout wasn’t even the main event, 
but it was what the real fight buffs had come 
to see. 

The city’s ten daily newspapers were 
preoccupied with the war in Europe and the 
growing likelihood of United States 
involvement. The sports pages were glutted 
with news of heavyweight champion Jess 
Willard’s impending title defense against 
Frank Moran. Black sports fans were talking 
about the upcoming Sam Langford-Sam 
McVey “unofficial Colored Championship” 
bout at Madison Square Garden. 

But at the smoke-filled Broadway 
Sporting Club, there was a sense that 
something special was about to happen. Or, 
perhaps, merely something sad. After all, 
Walter Edgerton was no longer a kid. Some 
in the crowd recalled the days when he’d 
battled toe-to-toe with the toughest 
featherweights in the world. But now the 
man they called “The Kentucky Rosebud” 
was clearly past his prime, an aging warrior 
struggling to prove he still had something 
left. His opponent, John Henry Johnson, 
had built an impressive record—and he was 
18 years younger than Walter Edgerton. 

The applause was tinged with hopeful 
affection as the Kentucky Rosebud slowly 
climbed through the ropes, a faded cloth 
robe slung over his shoulders. Beneath the 
glare of the lights, the thick scar tissue 
around his eyes was more pronounced as he 
stared solemnly across the ring at his 
younger opponent. 


Illustrated by Willard Mullin 
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Once Edgerton had fought back-to-back 
draws with the featherweight champion of 
the world, George “Little Chocolate” 
Dixon. At a time when few black fighters 
even glimpsed the limelight, the Kentucky 
Rosebud’s record was dotted with names 
like “Torpedo” Billy Murphy and Ike 
“Belfast Spider” Weir, both former kings of 
the 126-pound division. But now his 
opponent was John Henry Johnson—and 
Edgerton was an underdog, the classic old 
pro trying to stave off the inevitable. 

The younger man came out fast, bulling 
Edgerton into a corner, then loosing a 
flurry of painful punches. For a moment, it 
seemed the veteran would go down. But, 
bobbing and rolling, Edgerton slipped under 
Johnson’s attack, spun free and drove two 
quick jabs into his opponent's face as he 
retreated to the center of the ring. 

The first and second rounds were even, 
Edgerton’s experience and guile holding off 
Johnson’s power and persistence. The 
spectators cheered the older man’s deft 
moves and cunning escapes, but many 
wondered how long his aging legs would 
hold up. 

Midway through the third round, the 
Rosebud’s jab lost its sting. He was no 
longer a mobile target, and the confident 
Johnson moved in for the kill. Suddenly 
Edgerton unleashed a vicious left-right 
combination that stunned Johnson. Two 
more rights found the younger man’s jaw, 
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trying t'make ,’ 
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and Johnson staggered backward toward the 
ropes. The crowd was on its feet, screaming. 
Edgerton battered Johnson with punches, 
but the less experienced fighter refused to 
fall. At the bell Johnson appeared somewhat 
dazed, but the Kentucky Rosebud seemed 
exhausted. 

Edgerton’s handlers had to lift him off 
his stool to start the fourth round. Sensing 
Rosebud’s fatigue, the revitalized Johnson 
bounded toward his stoop-shouldered 
opponent, right hand cocked. But the 
Rosebud feinted once, then reached back 
through the years to drill a right cross to 
Johnson’s chin. 

Johnson crashed to the canvas. As he 
struggled to his feet, Edgerton attacked with 
the grim fury of a man determined to 
disprove the skeptics who had consigned 
him to boxing’s relic rack. A pair of savage 
lefts stung Johnson’s face. A right to the 
jaw dumped him on his back. He was still 
prostrate when the referee reached ten. 

With a smile on his wrinkled face, the 
tired Kentucky Rosebud raised his gloves in 
victory and waved to the cheering crowd. 
He was still a winner, and he could still 
show the kids a thing or two. 

Kids? Not exactly. His opponent, John 
Henry Johnson, was 45 years of age. But to 
Walter Edgerton, 45 was an age from the 
distant past. The Kentucky Rosebud, winner 
by a knockout in the fourth round, was 
63 years old. T 
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COMING NEXT 
MONTH IN TRUE 


Vesco in Jail? 


Yes, it actually happened. Charged 
with fraud and stealing securities, 
Robert L. Vesco was tossed into a 
Swiss jail in 1971. Captain Alwyn 
“ike” Eisenhauer relives the scene 
in this spirited recollection of his five 
years as Vesco’s pilot—and offers 
new insight into the character and 
lifestyle of America’s fugitive 
financier. 


Biess You, Damn 
You—Love, Dad 


At no time in history has the role of 
father been more confusing and 
problem-ridden. Divorce, drugs, 
booze, sexual deviation and teenage 
abortion are among the symptoms of 
social and personal failure re- 
counted in this totally honest and 
intensely moving first-person 
account by one of America’s 

finest writers. 


Gold Diggers of ’74 


Hatten Yoder is a new breed of 
Klondike gold miner who goes to 
work in a suit and tie. Slicing the 
frozen earth with a bulldozer and 
sifting through the frigid sludge of 
Adam’s Creek, Yoder attempts to 
make his dreams pan out. Author 
Richard Woodley tries his hand at 
the tedious art of gold panning, and 
discovers that that tiny lump of puffy, 
brown dough miners call gold is well 
worth the cold hands, burning eyes 
and aching back required to get it. 


Sex in the 
Afternoon 


That’s the specialty of Los Angeles’ 
razzmatazz radio host, Bill Ballance 
—the housewives’ delight—who fer- 
rets out the intimate secrets of 
women listeners who phone him at 
Station KGBS. Since 1971, blush- 
proof Bill has rapped with some 
50,000 flirtatious ‘‘doll babies.” Their 
far-out revelations are the hottest 
thing in daytime radio, now heard in 
more than 40 cities across the nation. 


Where the fishing is good and the tempo of life is a little slower. 
When you head for this kind of living you’ll find that Tony Lama makes 
boots just right for the occasion, for you and for 
‘your whole family. 

See your nearest Tony Lama dealer today 

for the catch of your life. 

STOCK #2053 — 


Lancer paso foot 
and top. 


STOCK #8010 — 
Chocolate lizard foot 

and chocolate 

kittytan top. 
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The Seven in Gder. 


St When you make your own 
ie it just doesn’t taste 
like ordinar 'y cider. 

It tastes like apples. 

So fresh and crisp, you 
{ | ] could almost bite into it. 

Yet, good as itis, we 
| | | suggest you go it one better. 
By mixing the fruit of your 
labor with Seagram’s 7 Crown, 
over lots of ice. 

It’s a taste as brisk and 
breezy as autumn itself, even 
if your cider isn’t homemade. 

The Seven ’n Cider. 

A drink with a catchy way 
of making friends, made 
with the whiskey America 

_ likes best. 


Seagram's 7 Crown. 
It's America’s whiskey. 


SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO., N.Y.C. AMERICAN WHISKEY—A BLEND. 86 PROOF. 


Just toss 11% ounces of Seagram’s 7 Crown intoa =< 
mugful of ice, and stir in 6 ounces of fresh, sweet apple cider. 
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MEAN OLD OUTLAW (from page 62) 


something to your soul. But Curly built up 
my ego. He said, “You gotta do it, man!’ 
He even helped me get a job, Now I carry 
a briefcase and wear a suit to work just 
like all the other squares, He’s like a guid- 
ing light for ex-offenders!” He snaps his 
fingers for emphasis. “But he’s tough, 
baby, he’s plenty tough. Did he tell you 
about the famous Bobsled Deal? Oh, 
Jesus, it was beautiful.” He skims his 
tongue across his lips and smiles. “We did 
time together a few years back, up north 
Where there was a lot of snow. There was 
a big hill in the prison yard, good for snow 
sports. Well. Curly got himself a bobsled 
while he was up there. Nobody ever fig- 
ured out how he got it. It was during the 
time that Crazy Joe Gallo was in the same 
joint. Well, you know, Joey was a killer 
and a little nuts. He didn’t ask for any- 
thing. He wanted something, he just took 
it. Men were afraid of him, If they saw him 
looking at something they had, they'd just 
offer it to him, ‘Here, Joey, take it. Take it, 
please!’ Well, for days he had his eye on 
the bobsled. The men knew it. Everybody 
was watching to see how Curly would 
handle him. One day there’s a good, hard 
crust of snow on the ground, see, and 
Crazy Joe figures it's time for a sled ride. 
Well you could hear the men swallowing 
as Crazy Joe walks across the prison yard, 
very slowly, very tough, with everybody 
stepping back as he passes. He walks up to 
Curly and says, “The bobsled. T like the 
bobsled,’ Curly doesn’t move a muscle, he 
just looks at him with those mean eyes. A 
long time passes while they sort of have 
this staring contest. Then, quietly, Crazy 
Joe says, ‘How much to rent your bob- 
sled?’ Curly smiles that wide smile and 
says, ‘Okay, now let’s talk money.’ Man, 
that was something!” 

People up at the top talk about Curly, 
too. Anthony Figueroa, criminal court 
judge in the Bronx, says, “Curly and his 
group have paid their dues, and now 
they’re making use of their talents. Years 
ago, they took from society. Now they’re 
providing something back. They deserve 
respect.” Luis M. Neco, deputy commis- 
sioner in charge of legal matters for the 
New York City Police Department. has 
pure admiration for the group: “They've 
all been through the mill. Now they're 
using their experience to help break down 
barriers—legal as well as language—be- 
tween the people on the streets and the 
people who enforce the law.” 


Curly slumps at his desk, fighting frus- 
tration. He has just learned that one of his 
most important cases—involving a man 
who has been to court 35 times without 
going to trial—has been postponed again. 
Ts it worth it, all that effort, all that 
sweat, only to be beaten down by bureau- 
cratic inertia again and again? “It’s worth 
it, honey. I know because I've been to the 
other side! IT just have to keep banging on 
doors, keep at these people until they 
know that mean ole ex-con Curly Smith 
knows his law. How do you think J got 
myself out of life imprisonment? I got 
them on a kidnapping charge, for trans- 
porting me illegally from one state to 
another.” 

In 1968,Curly'’s sentence at Clinton was 


interrupted when he was transported, in 
handcuffs and chains, to New Jersey for a 
trial for crimes he committed in that state. 
According to law, a man has to be released 
on parole before delivery to officers of 
another sovereign state. But Curly was not 
paroled. He was surrendered to another 
jurisdiction during his sentence at Clinton. 
His knowledge of the law told him a man 
can’t be under two jurisdictions at the 
same time. In effect, he had been kid- 
napped. Back at Clinton, he made such a 
stink and filed so many writs of /rabeas 
corpus, it became an issue that the press 
picked up. Embarrassed Clinton officials 
granted him a four-month parole. To 
avoid further dealings with him, the New 
Jersey courts handed down a suspended 
sentence. “You've got to be fast to keep 
up with ol’ Curly!” he says, pointing his 
trigger finger for emphasis. “When I talk 
people listen because I'm armed with 
facts!” 

On one of those rare weekends when 
Curly isn’t visiting his cons at Attica, or 
Sing Sing, or Green Haven, he brings his 
pretty wife Merle down to Manhattan’s 
Little Italy for dinner. A waiter strolls 
over to the table and checks out the color 
of Curly’s skin with a scowl. He zips the 
menus across the table at us like frisbees. 
Before the waiter can turn away, Curly 
says, “Friend, how would you like to re- 
shuffle those cards and deal them like a 
gentleman?” The waiter turns back, his 
lips curled. But what he reads in those 
eyes is a message shot with blood: “Don't 
mess with this nigger.” The tablecloth is 
quickly straightened, the flatware reset, 
and the waiter squeaks off for our drinks. 


Over dinner Merle teases Curly about 
having to support him, which for the time 
being she does, He could make a lot of 
money if he'd publish his incredible life 
story—nine publishers have been after 
him to do so. “But,” he says, “I got three 
old buddies finishing up their time. If I 
told my true story, those men would be 
slapped back into prison for the rest of 
their natural lives. It will have to wait.” 

On Monday morning, a young, white 
greaser with the meanest eyes in the world 
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Curly in his office with Sylvia Roman, also 
an ex-con, who now A ted as Director 
of the Justice Research Center. 
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storms into Curly’s office, yelling about 
the Hell's Angels for ripping open his back 
in a gang fight. “I'm out to get them, man,” 
he says to Curly, who once helped him 
get work when he got out of prison. “I’m 
gonna wipe out the whole bunch of them, 
and then I’m gonna wipe out that pre- 
cinct downtown where the cops just sit in 
their cars and watch while those Hell's 
Angels drag a boy across town with his 
ankles chained to the back of their bikes. 
And don’t give me any bullshit about the 
long record J already have. Prison is better 
than this shit-can town, You don’t believe 
I'm gonna get them, do you? Well, check 
this out, man... two Magnum .44s.” He 
pats the two pockets that are weighing 
down his dungaree jacket. And then did- 
dies his fingers in a warm-up exercise. 
Before he can even bluff a draw, he is 
spun around by a blow to the neck. Curly 
slams his office door shut, with the dazed 
young hood inside. 

“Boy, you forgettin’ something? You're 
still on parole!” In place of the ex- 
pected sound of bones popping and jaws 
crunching, there is silence. A long time 
later, when the young man walks meekly 
down the hall and out the door, his jacket 
isn’t weighed down anymore. 

Curly mops his brow. “Hell, IT try to 
communicate with these young cons, but 
its hard. They're slippery. You know, I 
don’t fool around with bullshit artists who 
are just biding their time tll they pull off 
another job. I can smell them a mile away. 
But these young offenders are a different 
breed. Used to be one out of every 12 
men could slide past me with lying. Now 
it’s one out of every four.” 

Sylvia leans into his office, “It’s Ed 
Rabsatt on the phone about the Willow- 
brook case.” Ed Rabsatt, another ex-con 
who has dedicated his life to rehabilitating 
men from the “joint,” often refers big legal 
cases to Curly. This one concerns a young 
woman involved in armed robbery, wait- 
ing to be sentenced. Curly talks on the 
phone for a few minutes, hangs up and 
yells, “Okay, let’s get over to the women's 
prison—we got a life to save!” 

Jennie M., 19-year-old mother of two, 
had never been in trouble with the law 
before. One day recently, she agreed to 
drive a car for two friends. It turned out 
to be the getaway car for two men who 
robbed the Willowbrook state hospital in 
Staten Island. They got caught with $18,- 
000 in federal funds, Jennie faces 20 years 
in prison for armed robbery when the case 
comes up in the U.S. District Court. 

Curly sits across from her now, in a 
women’s prison conference room. “Why'd 
you do it, Jennie?” 

The young woman is trying to maintain 
her cool, but 20 years of her'life dangle in 
front of her. “J told them already.... 
Why does everyone keep messing with 
me! Asking me the same questions! I didn’t 
know it was a job. [ didn’t know! My 
friends said we was just going for a ride.” 

“Then why did you plead guilty at your 
hearing, Jennie?” Curly asks. 

“They said if I pleaded guilty, I'd get a 
light sentence.” 

He slams the end of the table with his 
fist. “Nobody gets a light sentence in fed- 
eral court!” He jumps to his feet, tower- 
ing over her. “One last time, girl. Tell the 
truth!” 
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Are you paying through the nose 
for aerosol deodorants? 


Propellant makes up a large part of 


aerosol deodorants. Mennen Speed Stick” 


is a solid deodorant that applies evenly, 
exactly where you want it. So it lasts a 
lot longer. 


Get off your can. 
Get on the stick. 


She throws up her hands like she’s pray- 
ing for rain. “I never had no trouble be- 
fore. I've got two kids,” she wails. “I'm 
innocent. I’m innocent!” 

Curly is quiet during the drive back to 
the office. Then finally he grunts, “Yep. I 
believe her. She’s innocent.’ Within the 
week he has persuaded the district at- 
torney to reduce the charges against Jen- 
nie from armed robbery to unwitting ac- 
cessory to the fact. When her case comes 
up in U.S. District Court, Curly will 
be there to argue in her defense. 

In the meantime, he concentrates on 
the case of Scully, another of the thous- 
ands of junkies’ who follow each other in 
lemminglike procession to the Tombs 
every year. Scully was caught breaking 
and entering a warehouse one night, not 
far from where a young woman was 
raped. “I hate junkies and rapists,” Curly 
mutters. “They’re fiends. I don’t like to 
deal with them. But this dude is so far 
gone on drugs, there is no way he could 
have raped anybody. The victim can’t even 
identify him!” 

Down in the Tombs, Curly talks to 
Scully through the bars. “Look, no judge 
is going to believe that you were just look- 
ing for a place to sleep in that warehouse. 
Now come on, man, don't bullshit me!” 
Scully is too intent on the rancid sore on 
his arm to answer. Curly slowly backs 
away from the cell in disgust. “You know, 
T think you did rape that woman, nigger. 
And [I hate rapists—so I’m gonna just 
let you rot in this dungeon... .” 

The man comes to life. “Nooo, nooo, 
Jesus, Curly, listen. Yeah, I broke into that 
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warehouse, you know....I was lookin’ 
for goods... somethin’ to sell, you know, 
for my habit. But I never raped no woman. 
Look at me. My body’s wasted. I can’t be 
with no woman. Help me, man—they’ll 
put me away for life!” 

“If I can get them to drop the rape 
charges,” Curly says, “will you admit to 
attempted burglary in the warehouse? Will 
you face your sentence like a man, and go 
into drug therapy?” Curly presses his face 
against the bars. “Give me your word, 
man!” Scully gives his word. When men 
mix with Curly, they usually keep their 
word. 

On the day of Scully’s hearing, a judge 
looks down from the bench in consterna- 
tion at Edward L. Smith. “Your Honor, 
I am only asking that my client be given 
his constitutional rights. He is charged 
with a crime that he could not have phys- 
ically committed. The victim cannot even 
identify him as the man who assaulted and 
raped her. He is a very sick man. I don’t 
think he is strong enough to overpower 
even a child!” 

The judge leans over and says, “Sir, will 
you kindly identify yourself.” 

“Yes, your Honor, my name is Edward 
L. Smith, and I am legal assistant to the 
defense attorney here, who is representing 
this man who, I believe, is innocent of 
the rape charge and I...” Exasperated 
at Curly’s repeating himself, the judge 
asks him to sit down, The prosecution 
smiles, smugly. But by the time court is 
adjourned, the rape charges have been 
dropped against Scully. 

A clerk pressing through the crowd 


snarls, “It's disgusting! How can we let 
some ex-convict like that come into our 
courts and tell us what to do?” 

“How, baby?” Curly grins. “’Cause I’m 
armed with facts!" 

Outside the courthouse, a photographer 
Snaps a picture of him. He frets, “I don’t 
like this, I get nervous in front of cameras. 
The only time I want attention is when I 
step up in front of the courtroom. That's 
when I get excited.” He looks suspiciously 
at the photographer, spread-eagled on the 
sidewalk for a low-angle shot. “I’m not 
looking to create a name out here in the 
square world. I just want to identify with 
my cons,” 

Curly is fidgety on the day of Jennie 
M.’s sentencing in the Willowbrook case. 
He stands before Chief Judge of the 
U.S. District Court, Jacob Mishler, When 
Curly testifies on behalf of Jennie, the 
bench listens intently. “Your Honor, this 
woman is a first-time offender. She was 
an unsuspecting victim of these two men, 
who intentionally implicated her. She was 
an unwitting accomplice.” The judge 
raises his hand, but Curly can’t be inter- 
rupted, “She's the mother of two children! 
If she’s imprisoned, she'll come out a bit- 
ter, hardened woman with a criminal men- 
tality!" 

During the long hours in the courtroom, 
Curly alternately pleads and argues. He 
finally throws himself into a_ chair, 
drenched and played out, while the judge 
deliberates. When Jennie M. is finally 
called up before the bench, she is given 
a suspended sentence and put on five 
years’ probation. 

“You mean I don't have to go to 
prison?” she asks incredulously, 

Judge Mishler shakes his head slowly, 
“No. Go home to your children.” She 
whips her head around with a sob, looking 
for Curly Smith, the ex-con who just gave 
her back 20 years of her life. 

It’s been a grueling day for Curly, When 
he gets back to the office that afternoon, 
there’s a paper tacked to the door, The 
organization has been dealt a death blow 
in the form of an eviction notice. And so, 
for two long days, the staff packs up, in 
slow motion because they have nowhere to 
move to. “I guess we'll work from our 
homes for the time being.” Curly says this 
metallically, taking down a poster that 
reads FREEDOM ... TRY IT, YOU'LL LIKE IT. 
“I'm going right along with my cases. I've 
got too many people depending on me.” 
For the time being, Curly’s team will 
operate like a permanent floating crap 
game. But when he says, “We'll get fund- 
ing somehow ... I'll see to it.” you know 
he will. Without looking back, he strides 
out into the city streets, T 
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SEX BLOCK (irom page 37) 


do it, by building brick walls fore 
and aft of their eros centers. On Santa 
Monica Boulevard, a few blocks from 
Paramount and Columbia studios, it all 
hangs out, in quivering Technicolor—the 
billboards and winking signs as available 
to the eye as the golden arches of 
McDonald's or the lingerie mannequins in 
the May Company window. But, like Tal- 
lulah Bankhead once said of a bad Broad- 
way play, there is less here than meets the 
eye. 

Near 10 p.m. on a recent Friday, the 
7700 block was as festive as an Italian 
carnival. A tour bus parked in front of 
the Pussy Cat Theater and disgorged a 
band of Japanese businessmen who 
quickly dashed inside to see Deep Throat, 
cameras tucked inside their suit coats, The 
Pussy Cat, where Deep Throat played for 
more than 18 months and grossed more 
money than any motion picture in town, 
is mother church to the block’s new per- 
suasions. Like some science fiction crea- 
ture which pulsatingly reproduces itself, 
the movie house has spawned cottage in- 
dustries. At first, in early 1973 when the 
film was playing its debut weeks, there 
were only a few ambitious hookers waiting 
outside the cinema in apparent hope that 
the customers would exit from Linda 
Lovelace’s search for ringing bells so in- 
flamed with passion that'they would grab 
the first body for rent in sight. 

Then an entrepreneur opened the In- 
stitute of Oral Love next door and, in the 
tradition of capitalism and competition, 
the begats were on. 

Also on the street this night were a pair 
of sheriff's deputies in riot helmets (the 
area, though smack in the heart of Los 
Angeles, is a strip of unincorporated terri- 
tory, therefore under administration of the 
high sheriff and not the city police), a few 
Jesus freaks kneeling in front of Cock of 
the Walk (the only establishment on the 
block which advertises “Live Sexy Males 
in Private Rooms”), a gaggle of teenaged 
boys giggling and elbow-nudging in front 
of the House of Erotica (which features 
the painting of a temptress whose bosom 
proportions are approximately those of a 
helicopter pad), and regiments of Jonely 
men shuffling along the sidewalks, pausing 
to contemplate the promises within, then 
hurrying on, pretending to be on an er- 
rand. In representation of the old-time 
neighborhood attitude, two grandmotherly 
ladies, arms locked tightly, steamed past 
an open scarlet doorway and shrieked, 
“Whoremongers!” 

“We refer to these places as sexual en- 
counter centers,” says Captain Jerry 
Peterson, chief of the Los Angeles County 
vice squad. His tone is not only testy, but 
weary, like a man fighting rampant crab- 
grass, “This in itself is a misnomer be- 
cause the sexual activity which goes on 
inside these places is slight. What they 
should be called is sexual scam centers.” 

From my observation, the captain is 
two-thirds 

Step inside, for example, the Sexual 
Catharsis Center, which on its marquee 
features the intriguing legend ‘‘Sagacious 
Girls.” Now fthere’s a come-on! Not 


right and one-third wrong. 


Does shaving burn your face? And your 
after-shave make it feel worse? You need 
Mennen Afta? after-shave and skin conditioner. 
Afta soothes and protects against the dry, 
chafing effects that sun, wind and shaving 


have on your face. 


Dont 


“sultry.” Not “svelte.” Not even “sexy.” 
Sagacious! 

“What does ‘sagacious’ mean?" I asked 
the man who stands in the doorway like a 
sideshow barker. “Why don’t you ask one 
of our girls?” answered the doorman. 

“What goes on inside?” asked a friend 
who was with me. 

“You fellows take a seat here and as 
soon as one of the girls is free, she'll ex- 
plain the scene to you. There’s no obliga- 
tion, of course.” He gestured toward a 
closed door, behind which was the “in- 
formation room.” He rapped twice on the 
door, and we all sat down to watch a 
sputtering black and white portable TV. 

Presently the door opened and two girls 
beckoned my friend and me inside. The 
information room was a set decorator’s 
notion of an early sporting house. A bed 
big enough for jogging filled most of the 
chamber, covered with red plush fabric 
as were the walls. The girls fell onto the 
bed and began assuming provocative poses 
as they dispensed information. Each wore 
lace panties and those remarkable bras- 
sieres which, a testament to engineering, 
manage to contain but one-fourth of the 
swelling flesh. On the wall over the bed 
was a gigantic black-toned mirror with 
gold veins. 

“What does ‘sagacious’ mean?” I asked. 

“It means ‘profoundly wise,’ ” the taller 
girl said in a recorded-voice reply. 

“What do we get?” asked my friend. 

“Well, this is the Sexual Catharsis Cen- 
ter,” said Donna, her voice like a tour 
director who spiels the same description 
of Westminster Abbey twice each day. 


burned | 


“You can take the girl of your choice to a 
totally private room where she will attend 
to your sexual frustrations and relieve all 
your sexual tensions. The price is $25 for 
a half-hour, $30 for a whole hour, $45 for 
an hour anda half, and $50 for two hours, 
Cash. No credit cards. We do accept 
traveler’s checks with proper identifica- 
tion.” 

My friend cleared his throat. “We just 
went to another place down the block and 
got ripped-off,” he said. “Nothing hap- 
pened. Just a lot of sexy promises.” 

“We're not one of your fly-by-night 
places,” said the other girl, whose name 
was Cherry. 

“Let me put it this way,” said my friend. 


“For $25, do we get to fuck?” 


Cherry rolled her eyes and looked 
sagacious. “Please, sir,” she said. “We do 
not use that word in the information 
room.” 

“You didn’t answer my question.” 

“As I said,” repeated Cherry firmly, 
“all your sexual frustrations will be 
relieved.” 

T had a question: “What guarantee does 
a customer have that he won’t be inter- 
rupted by the law, since uniformed depu- 
ties are in abundance on the block?” 

“We are a legitimate business,” said 
Cherry. “And we haye political influence.” 

“We also have an educational patent,” 
said the other one, whatever that means. 

In the interest of reportorial curiosity, 
I purchased half an hour, taking care to 
slip my wallet to my friend. 

Down a crimson-walled hall we went, 
stepping on blood-colored carpet thicker 
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than sleeping bags, and into one of the 
heralded “totally private” rooms. There 
the fantasies began to bleach and thin and 
wither. The room was more parlor than 
bedroom, less seductive in character than 
the waiting room in the car wash across 
the street. On the floor was a huge black 
beanbag with a slash of gold fur trim, and 
—a good four feet away, too far for touch- 
ing—a green velveteen chair. No bed. No 
washstand. No crucifix. Nothing but a 
gold nude in bas-relief on the wall, maybe 
from the same school of art that produces 
black ceramic panthers that can be seen 
atop television sets in the Midwest. 

Cherry plopped onto the beanbag and 
issued instructions. “You may get un- 
dressed,” she said, “but only down to your 
shorts.” 

“Why stop there?” 

“It's the law. Neither of us can be 
nude.” 

Cherry then announced that she would 
be my “sex counselor” and, flipping on 
the tape recorder buried in her brain, be- 
gan droning out a long series of canned 
questions: did I like sex outdoors; did I 
like to do it in the dark; at high noon; on 
my lunch hour; under a tree; standing on 
a corner; with a girl who does not shave 
under her arms or her pubic area; with a 
girl who has not bathed in three days; in 
threesomes; foursomes; groups; with 
vibrators; with a blood relative; in a 747? 

With each question she paused for my 
answer, but I felt my responses were being 
received by the voice that delivers the 
weather report on the telephone. When 
she asked, “Do you like to do it with teen- 
aged girls?” I could have responded with, 
“No, I prefer blind Carmelite nuns” for 
all the attention she paid. 

Suddenly Cherry examined her watch. 
She held out her hand, fingers spread- 
eagled. “Wanna touch?” she asked, 

I stretched out my arm and pressed my 
fingertips against hers. Once I saw a rock 
musical where residents of outer space 
copulated by touching fingertips. Did 
Cherry possess this secret? 

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” she said. 

Alas, Cherry did not possess the secret. 

“Okay,” she said breezily, “your time is 
up. Would you like to stay another half- 
hour? I can give you a special deal. Seven- 
teen-fifty.” 

“What do I get in the other half-hour?” 

“Well, you can ask me whatever you 
want to.” 

“That's all?” 

Cherry nodded ambiguously, but she 
reached over and stuck her finger in my 
belly button. “Still a lot of tensions there, 
I imagine.” 

“Not seventeen-fifty’s worth.” 

She rose from her perch and made for 
the door. Wait, I said. My original 25 
bucks seemed ill-spent. By my calculation, 
we had undergone “sexual catharsis,” 
which after all was the name of the estab- 
lishment, for less than 15 minutes. 

“You got the full half-hour,” she said. 
“There's a buzzer under this beanbag and 
if you don’t leave now, I'll ring for the guy 
up front. If he can’t throw you out—and 
he always can—we call the law.” 

“This is a rip-off.” 

She smiled and nodded. “So call the 
Better Business Bureau.” 

At another place down the block, a 
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statuesque creature named Sue Ann ad- 
ministered, for $40, what she referred to 
as a “fingertip massage.” This consisted of 
her brushing her fingertips in all the ex- 
citing places—like from my wrist to my 
elbow, from my ankle to my knee. Had 
my body been the map of North and 
South America, she did not make a stop in 
Guatemala. But as a fillip, she did dust a 
little talcum powder along the way while 
making purring noises. 

The impression should not be left that 
there is nothing available but fingertips 
and dirty talk on Santa Monica Boulevard. 
For the diligent, and the wealthy, there 
are more succulent fruits, 

At the Tunnel of Love, by way of illus- 
tration, the head mistress of the public in- 
formation center indicated that for a 
substantial tip, more direct contact with 
the “counselors” could be arranged, and 
on a waterbed at that, The girls were 
equipped to handle “any scene except sad- 
ism.” What might a substantial tip be? 

“Tt'll take you 60 to 70 bucks to get out 
of here,” she said in candor. As she spoke, 
a rangy black girl in hot pants, looking 
lost without a whip and hip boots, came 
out and leaned against the doorway to 
gulp the crisp California night air. She 
looked ill, and when I asked what was the 
matter, she pointed to her stomach. “Shitty 
way to make a living,” she said. “Crazy 
muthas. ,..” 


“These places drive us crazy,” says Cap- 
tain Peterson of the vice squad. “Not only 
are they an eyesore that makes people 
think the sheriff's department is failing to 
enforce the law, but they bring in a whole 
chain reaction of crime. People say, 
‘What's the matter with places like these? 
They don’t hurt anybody.’ I can prove that 
when you have the prostitutes in an area, 
then you also get the pimps and the hype 
boys (vice slang for junkies), then come 
the burglars and the fences. Moreover, 
most of the houses are big cheats. When a 
guy pays $35 to get into the Institute of 
Oral Love, he quite understandably ex- 
pects something more than having a girl 
ask him sordid questions for half an hour, 

“One place tells you up front, ‘Maria 
will take you into a back room and you 
will be sexually stimulated by a vibrator.’ 
Well, when the customer pays his money, 
Maria does take him into the back room, 
but she puts him on a vibrating bed, sticks 
in a quarter, and leaves the guy alone for 
half an hour. 

“Another joint promises that a girl will 
‘assist you in strengthening all of your 
sexual muscles.’ For 50 bucks,she puts you 
on an exercycle and yells ‘pump harder!’ 

“If the customer demands his money 
back, they throw him out, and he’s usually 
too embarrassed to call us and complain. 
And, of course, they are very careful not 
to violate the law. They’ve read the law 
books. They know every detail. I would be 
naive to say that nothing goes on in the 
back rooms, because it does. The girl can 
make her own deal after she sizes up the 
customer. There isn’t a joint on the block 
that doesn't have a large number of 
charges pending against it. One has 38 ac- 
cusations of prostitution, But these are 
difficult to prove in court.” 

The captain said that each girl who 
works in the sexual encounter centers is 


instructed not to do or say anything that 
might be considered a sexual overture. If 
she made one to an undercover vice offi- 
cer, she could be arrested for soliciting. On 
the other hand, the officer is not permitted 
by law to solicit her. That is called entrap- 
ment. So all the law can do is to make. its 
presence visible on the block and to unex- 
pectedly drop into the places several times 
each week, take names, examine identifi- 
cations and make life uncomfortable for 
the girls. And sometimes for the customer 
as well. A deputy recently parted the 
drapes to a “totally private room” and en- 
countered a counselor performing fellatio 
on a client. Both were arrested on felony 
charges. 

All these sexual institutes and acade- 
mies now exist under the mercy of two 
graces: (1) the lack of a specific licensing 
regulation under which to place them, and 
(2) California’s tolerance and infatuation 
with matters psychological and therapeu- 
tic. When dragged into court, the owners 
of the parlors instantly produce medical 
testimony which contends that they are 
educational in nature and of enormous 
benefit in helping sexually tense human 
beings. That the girls who counsel such 
customers have less psychological training 
than a carhop does not seem to matter, I 
asked one girl at a sex parlor, a 19-year- 
old Lolita named DeeAnn, what back- 
ground she had to qualify her for “sex 
education.” 

“Any mature woman knows how to 
help a guy,” she explained briskly. 

“At 192” T asked. 

“Nineteen is nothing in this day and 
age,” she said. “I knew everything I 
needed to know to work here by the time I 
was 11," As I left, she asked if I wanted to 
buy any rubbers in day-glo colors. Some- 
body had left a packet behind, 

“We have combed the law books,” de- 
clares Captain Peterson, “and I think we 
have finally found a way to bring these 
places. under control. It is our legal opin- 
ion that this type of place conforms to an 
escort bureau. We already have an escort 
bureau ordinance on the books which 
states that ‘any person who, for hire or 
reward, consorts with others about any 
place of public resort or within any private 
quarter’ must have a license.” 

Everything from massage parlors to 
hair salons has to be licensed in California, 
but so far “sexual encounter centers” do 
not. Still, one wonders if the Sexual Cafe- 
teria will really shut down the serving line 
when confronted with the need to obtain a 
license. The ingenuity of the owners and 
the gullibility of the public will unite some- 
how to keep the red lights burning. More 
likely, the sign out front will undergo but 
slight alteration. Something like, “Sexual 
Cafeteria Escort Bureau: Accompany the 
Cookie of Your Choice Through Our Des- 
sert Counter.” And in small type some- 
thing sagacious like: “Eat and be Merry.” T 
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“They are going to kill you tomorrow” 


That’s what the Indian told Howard Jennings 
as he was digging up gold artifacts 

from Inca graves in Peru. The murder 
attempt was all too sincere, as 

Jennings reveals in this harrowing 

account of an illegal— 

but very profitable—treasure hunt 

By ROBIN MOORE and HOWARD JENNINGS 


A kaleidoscope of experi- + EY, en 
ences flashed through my Pe hes A: a 


mind as I relaxed in my 
room at the Racquet Club. 

I looked down at the gun- 
metal blue of the .38 
revolver on the table beside 
my right hand. J wished it 
weren't necessary to havea 
gun always at hand, but then 
I quickly realized I would live Howard Jennings has 
in no other way. been a professional 

While recuperating from a anil pg Ph 

: years, and co-author 
successful but taxing ex- Robin Moore wrote The 
pedition to the island of Green Berets and The 
Roatan in the Honduran Bay French Connection. 
Islands, my mind turned to 
the job of selling the gold 
artifacts I had found there for 
a solid profit. 

I was still a neophyte in the 
business of finding buyers for 
my treasures and J really 
didn’t know where to begin. 
Figuring the closest likely 
market would be Miami, 
Florida, I stabled myself-at 
the Racquet Club. I found the 
outlet for my treasure quite 
accidentally. A longtime 
friend of mine, who had 
formerly been a Time 
magazine correspondent in 
Jamaica, now lived in Miami. 
We met for drinks and I told 
him about by gold artifacts. 
He said that one of the 
nearby universities had a 
small but impressive collec- 
tion of Central American 
artifacts, and suggested that 
maybe the astute director, 
Allen Langley, could help. I 
called him the next morning 
and drove out to the campus 
for a meeting. 

The Lloyd Merlin Art 
(Continued on page77) 
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HEAD-HUNTIN 
IS MY BUSINESS! 


This is one of the most amazing true adventure stories we ever ran. 
It’s the story of a man who lived among head-hunters and made their 
business his own. Fully illustrated. 
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WANDERLUST is the only magazine of its kind on earth—true, swash- 
buckling travel-adventure in far places with hard-to-pronounce names. 


Look for WANDERLUST at your favorite newsstand—still only 60¢. The cover is a rare picture of 
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friends, the late Earl Driskill. For the first time you can get the full life story of perhaps 
the most colorful prospector-showman who ever lived. It will be serialized in three 
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Don’t miss this fantastic account of 
an irreverent and savvy man who cut 


Death Valley down to size—and told WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, P.O. Box 3338-TR3, Austin, Texas 78764 


about it in his own words! 
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TREASURE HUNTER (from page 74) 


Gallery is an endowed institution which is 
a quiet leader in the study of several areas 
of the Central American cultural heritage. 
Entering the gallery, I was overwhelmed 
with an impression of solemnity. My first 
impression was that such an institution, run 
by such a dedicated individual, was not the 
place to sell smuggled booty. 

Allen Langley’s secretary asked me to 
wait a moment. She went through a door 
and returned with Langley. He was wear- 
ing a smock, and he motioned for me to 
follow him into a brightly lighted work- 
room. He closed the door and we were 
alone. 

I told him about my latest Honduran 
adventure. He listened and finally asked to 
see the trove. Opening my attaché case, I 
pulled out samples of each item. 

After only a few minutes of cursory 
examination, he said, “Very nice, but not 
of much interest to us.” Then he became 
a bit pompous. “Actually, Howard, some 
of this stuff does have some intrinsic value, 
even real cash yalue, But these are—how 
shall I put it?—only trinkets, and—for 
want of a better word—stolen.” 

I could feel the blood rising in my neck. 
This arrogant academician was calling me 
a thief when right in the next room sat 
“objects of art’ which were sure as hell 
stolen, Digging out Peruvian tombs is 
illegal—even I knew that. But I held my 
temper. 

“Is there anyone...” I groped. 

Thinking for a moment, he said, “Pos- 
sibly. Where are you staying?” I told him 
and left, feeling angry and depressed. By 
the time I returned to the Racquet Club, 
a message was waiting for me to call a 
Mr, John Wilson. 

The telephone conversation was guarded, 
and John Wilson asked me to come to his 
office that evening. At about seven o'clock 
that night I drove along a road in north- 
west Miami and turned off onto the street 
he had mentioned. Finally I spotted the 
right number. The sign on the door said: 
MARINE FOOD PRODUCTS COM- 
PANY—IMPORTERS. 

I parked the car and noticed a Cadillac 
El Dorado in front of the windowless door. 
Judging from the antiburglary devices at- 
tached to the entrance, this could have 
been the front door to Fort Knox. I 
knocked. When the door finally opened, I 
stood facing John Wilson, a short, balding 
and well-dressed man with a pleasant face. 
After initial introductions, he led the way 
into an inside office, and I stopped in 
shock. 

The room was about 12 feet wide and 
20 feet long. The paneling on these walls 
was solid mahogany, the floors were richly 
carpeted, and the lighting was low key and 
excellently executed, for each beautiful 
gold Indian artifact on display was high- 
lighted perfectly. John Wilson's office was 
a showroom for selling stolen and smug- 
gled Latin American Indian artifacts. 

And Wilson was a middleman and a 
smuggler. He told me that he used his 
“import” company to ship in fish meal. 
The 100-pound sacks were used to con- 
ceal gold objects looted from Peruvian 
burial mounds. 

“Would you like to see what I have?” 
I asked. 


He reacted in a calculated, unenthusi- 
astic manner, but finally agreed. 

After I spread the treasure on his desk, 
Wilson made a quick evaluation and said, 
“Very nice.” 

Impatient, partly angry, I asked, “Well, 
will you buy it or not?” 

He said, “I'll broker it for you. I'd say 
$22,000 for the pieces of jewelry and the 
gold nuggets. We'll weigh out the silver. 
I can place it with a firm here in Miami.” 

I had reservations about the silver—the 
ingots were old, and I felt that their value 
as antiquities would be greater than the 
value of the melted-down silver, 

“Tl sell everything but the ingots.” 
Then, “What about your commission?” 

“Pll do it as a favor,” he said. I was 
instantly suspicious. 

“Thanks,” I said. “Why?” 

He ignored the question, “How did you 
find this junk?” T gave him a five-minute 
discourse on the treasure of Roatan. 

Finally Wilson stated his proposition: 
“How would you like to go after some 
heavy concentrations of gold?” 

“T'd be interested,” I said. 

Even though we were in the confines of 
his private office, Wilson lowered his voice. 
“For the past ten years, I have represented 
a substantial family in Peru. I have used 
my import company as a cover to bring 
in about $2-million worth of gold in that 
period. The amount each year has been 
diminishing because the Peruvian govern- 
ment has clamped down on digging into 
the burial mounds. It is illegal to dig now, 
even if the mounds are on your own prop- 
erty. The police have taken to using air- 
craft for aerial surveillance, and the old 
method, using hundreds of peasant work- 
ers to dig out a mound, has become too 
risky. My source is drying up.” He rose to 
pour us another drink. 

I shrugged. “How can I help?” 

He turned to me. “You know how to 
use detectors,” he said, pointing to my 
pieces of gold sitting on his desk. 

I watched him as he returned to the 
desk. The whole thing didn’t ring true: 
“Detectors are easy to buy. I bought mine 
right here in Miami.” 

He offered a thin smile and said, “I 
bought some, too. I shipped them down to 
the site in Peru and, after my considerable 
expense and trouble, the people there 
broke them before they uncovered the 
first piece of gold. The family I am deal- 
ing with owns a huge piece of land, but 
they are really primitives as far as modern 
machinery is concerned. You could show 
them where to dig, and at the same time 
provide them basic instructions in the op- 
eration of detection equipment.” 

I asked, “What culture?” 

“Chimu,” Wilson replied, then quickly 
added, “I can’t tell you much more than 
that until you commit yourself.” 

I knew a little about the Chimu culture, 
one of the most sophisticated in the Incan 
Empire. They lived in a gold-rich country. 
In the 16th century, the Spaniards carried 
off over 17,000 pounds of the metal. 

“What kind of a deal are you offering?” 
Lasked. 

‘TIL buy the detectors and guarantee 
that you can slip them through Peruvian 
customs’ inspection. The people in Peru 
will show you where to dig, and they'll 
supply the labor. The split goes 50-50. Any 
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gold you receive as your share has to be 
sold through my office here in Miami.” 

Thinking hard, I said, “I don't mind the 
50-50 split, but I'll sell my gold myself. 
Also, I don’t show anyone how to use the 
detectors until I'm ready to leave. My 
knowledge of that is my major life-insur- 
ance policy while I’m in Peru.” 

“Too bad,” Wilson said, “but I'm sure 
the family will not allow the deal to go 
through if it is not sold through this 
office." 

I couldn't contain myself. “Bullshit, 
John. Those people don't give a damn how 
my share is sold. You just want to knock 
down a commission on my share.” 

He stood abruptly and repeated him- 
self, “Too bad, Howard. T'll see what the 
family says, but I don’t hold much hope.” 

“What about that stuff?” I indicated my 
own treasures sitting on his desk. 

“What did I say?” 

“Twenty-two thousand.” 

He wrote a check for $22,000. Just like 
that, a personal check. I was slightly awed. 


The next day after lunch at the top of 
the Columbus Hotel, I headed back to the 
Racquet Club, where I found John Wilson 
Waiting for me in the lobby, We went to the 
poolside bar. 

“The family says you can sell your gold 
as you see fit, but you have to show them 
how to use the equipment.” 

“Sorry, John,” I said. “If I can’t have it 
my way, I don't go. I’ve made other plans.” 

“Suppose you explain it to them some- 
time after you get there?” 

“Agreed,” I replied. “Now fill me in.” 

The family's name was Batres. There 
were eight brothers who lived with their 
mother on a huge ranch in the far north 
of Peru, The first treasure had been found 
by their grandfather, and the whole family 
had been digging and selling ever since. 

Wilson left the two detectors with me, 
and J packed them in suitcases with a 
camouflage of dirty clothes. The next 
morning, I caught the plane for Lima, Peru. 

In spite of assurances that arrange- 
ments had been made to clear the metal 
detectors through customs in Lima, I was 
somewhat apprehensive as I stood in the 
inspection hall, waiting for the baggage 
to be brought in from the Miami flight. 
Just as the baggage carts began arriving 
at the counters, I noticed a tall, slim, 
slightly stooped man with a prominent 
nose coming toward me. As he approached. 
T saw that he was followed by a porter. 

“Senor Jennings?” 

“Yes,” I replied. The long diagonal scar 
from the cheekbone up to the temple, plus 
the right hand with the missing fingers, 
told me a lot about him. His eyes—hard 
and black—were the eyes of a man without 
limits. 

“Bueno, my name is Cadalzo. Your 
luggage here now?” 

“This is it,” I said, as I pulled my bag 
off the receiving counter and handed it 
to the waiting porter. 

“Bueno,” said Cadalzo. He grasped my 
arm and steered me toward the exit. “We 
not see customs—is all arranged.” 

We walked past the two guards at the 
door who ignored us as though we were 
invisible, Outside the terminal building, a 
car was waiting. 

“How much does the arrangement with 
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customs cost you?” IT asked, as we started 
toward Lima in the almost-new Mercedes. 

“Not good ask many questions, Senor 
Jennings,” Cadalzo replied. “But it is old 
arrangement.” 

“You must be very proud to be working 
for such a wealthy and powerful family.” 

“Si, si,” he replied. “They are best in 
todo el mundo—I am almost one of family 
for many years—I go to many parties with 
brothers here in Lima. Is great honor for 
me to find the young girls for them.” 

I pulled my flight bag from the back seat 
and took out a bottle of Scotch. After a 
long swig, I handed the bottle to Cadalzo. 
Maybe with a little booze in him,T might 
get a better picture of the Batres family. 

“Gracias, sefor.” 

He must have had a throat of leather. 
He tilted the bottle back, and at least one- 
fourth of the quart disappeared before the 
gurgling stopped, 

“Muchos gracias,” he said, handing the 
bottle back. “You like girl for tonight in 
hotel? I get young senorita for you. Is 
okay you do anything you like to her.” 

“What do you mean—anything?” 

“Anything you want—same as Batres 
brothers. They have much games with 
young girls. They do anything they want, 
but sometimes bad, I think.” 

“How do you mean, bad?” 

“Little while ago they take girl to room, 
six of the eight brothers, and she very 
beautiful Indian girl and not want to go. 
She very small for 13 years and maybe 
nervous and frightened. It is very sad 
and embarrassing for brothers. Girl dead.” 

“They killed her?” 

“They not mean kill her on purpose. 
But they were six men. It was accident.” 

“What about the police? Didn't they 
object to the accident?” 

“Si, sefior. This is civilized country. Big 
investigation, but judge muy simpatico— 
good friend of Batres family.” 

“How much does that cost?” 

“More than customs, naturally.” He 
laughed a nasty laugh. 

Naturally, I thought. Maybe I should 
have brought a machine gun instead of the 
38 Special in my baggage. 

That evening in my hotel room, I 
thought of backing out of the venture. 
Obviously the only law at that ranch 600 
miles north of here would be Batres broth- 
ers’ law. The thought was not comforting. 

Cadalzo arrived on time the next morn- 
ing for the drive to the airport, where we 
caught a plane for Chiclayo. 

At the small Chiclayo airport, we were 
met by a Land Rover and its Indian driver 
from the Batres hacienda. Heading east- 
ward toward the Andes, we began the tor- 
tuous four-hour drive that would get us 
to the ranch late in the afternoon. 

The only two Batres brothers I ever 
met were at least as bad as their advance 
press nolices. So was their hacienda—I've 
seen more stately homes on the wrong 
side of the tracks in Texarkana. We ar- 
rived to find that Gonzalo and Rodriques 
Batres had certainly not postponed their 
nightly drinking session out of deference 
to an expected guest. They were both more 
than slightly bent out of shape. 

I was shown to a room in the large 
rambling house which promised an inter- 
esting variety of animal and insect life. 
The plumbing facilities were the usual 


arrangement for this part of the world— 
a chamber pot, occasionally washed. 

I handed a tin bowl to the small boy 
who had carried my baggage, and shortly 
he returned it filled with water. After a 
quick wash and a shot of my whiskey, I 
joined the Batres brothers in what, at one 
time, must have been an attractive court- 
yard, 

As Rodriques Batres made the introduc- 
tions, I was pleased to discover that his 
command of English was reasonably good. 

Aside from Cadalzo, there were Rod- 
riques and Gonzalo, both in their 40s, and 
a very tired-looking young woman whom 
Rodriques introduced as his wife, Gon- 
zalo was single. Around us and in and out 
of the courtyard were many children, 
from crawlers to young teenagers. 

“How many children do you have, Rod- 
riques?” T asked. 

“Six are mine,” he said, “Gonzalo has 
six or seven.” Gonzalo, it seemed, amused 
himself with the various female servants 
who passed through the house. 

T was ready to get down to business. 

“Rodriques, tell me about the conditions 
where we'll be working.” 

“We will start,” he said, “in a burial 
ground that my grandfather first discov- 
ered many years ago. Some of the graves 
are as much as 30 feet deep in the sand, 
but with your equipment we can see if 
there is anything we missed.” 

Thirty feet deep. My equipment would 
not be effective anywhere near that depth, 
and I explained this to Rodriques, He 
didn’t seem to be disappointed. Obviously 
he had something in mind that would not 
require us to go that far down. 

“Senor Jennings, I want to see your 
equipment and how well it works. If you 
will get it, T will lay out some of our 
recent finds to test it,” he said. 

When I returned with one of the detec- 
tors, Rodriques was placing six or seven 
gold and copper artifacts of various sizes 
around the courtyard. 

“Now show me,” he demanded. 

In order to make the adjustment of the 
controls appear more difficult, I spent a 
great deal more time than was necessary 
tuning them, then I placed the earphones 
on him. As he passed the head of the 
device over the bits of metal, his reaction 
assured me that he was satisfied with the 
performance of the equipment. 

Taking off the headphones, he said, 
“Show me how to set the controls.” 

“T will show you in time, but you must 
understand that it takes a great deal of 
practice to operate these things.” I said. 
“Also, here you have been using the de- 
tector under ideal conditions, with the 
metal only a few inches from the head of 
the device and lying on the surface. In 
the field, ll show you that even a change 
in the composition of the soil can easily 
confuse the inexperienced operator.” This 
was quite true, but in any case I felt with- 
holding the knowledge of how to use this 
equipment was my only protection. 

In spite of my statement, Rodriques put 
the earphones back on and began to ex- 
periment with the controls, Knowing that 
he would soon discover how easy the 
adjustment was, I picked up the detector. 
“It’s been a long day for me, and I’ve got 
to get some sleep,” I said. 

He wasn’t pleased with this, but appar- 
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ently decided not to make it an issue. 
“Later then,” he said. 


Breakfast the next day consisted of rice 
and beans covered in pork fat, and it 
tasted better than it sounds. Afterward, 
we set out in a jeep to see the ranch, Rod- 
riques driving and the brooding Gonzalo 
sitting in the back. Rodriques said he had 
to give instructions to some of his foremen 
before setting out the next day for our 
trip further into the desert. He said that the 
huaca which his grandfather had worked 
would be our first project the next day. The 
word huaca has many meanings, all having 
to do with something holy or mysterious. A 
huaca can be a religious object of pottery 
or gold, a shrine or building used for wor- 
ship, or a mound supporting a building or 
containing graves. 

The huaca chosen by Rodriques for my 
attention had been a rich source of gold 
in the past. With the metal detectors, he 
thought we had a good chance of finding 
gold that had been missed in previous digs. 
We had 30 Indian laborers to do the dirty 
work, 

That night I packed my bags for a few 
weeks in the desert. In Lima I had stocked 
up on canned food. I threw in a jacket and 
a sweater for the cool nights, two blankets, 
a flashlight, and a small plastic tent. I 
didn’t want to leave much at the house. 
It was a wise decision, because I was never 
to see the house again. 

In the chill air of sunup, we set out 
eastward across the desert toward the 
majestic Andes. Rodriques drove the Land 
Rover, with Gonzalo sitting beside him. 
I followed in the jeep, which I had in- 
sisted upon driving, much to the conster- 
nation and irritation of both Gonzalo and 
the Indian foreman sitting beside me. 

We reached the huaca near midday. 
There was a solitary figure perched on the 
massive bulk of the adobe structure. 

“He watches for the observation plane 
and army patrols,” said Rodriques. 

The size of the mound was staggering. 
It had once been pyramid-shaped, but now 
was badly eroded. All during the morning 
drive it had appeared to be a hill on the 
horizon, but now, close at hand, it was ap- 
parent that the entire 250-foot-high struc- 
ture was constructed of hundreds of thou- 
sands of large, square adobe bricks. 

Nearby and on the west side of the 
huaca were great terraced holes partially 
filled with drifting sand. Covering 15 to 20 
acres, they were the most extensive exca- 
vations I had ever seen. 

“Isn't it a little dangerous working in 
these holes?” I asked, noting that the sides 
of many of the holes had caved in. 

“Si. It's very dangerous,” said Rod- 
riques. 

“Has anyone been killed?” 

“Many,” he said, “but only Indians.” 

Our Indian laborers had arrived during 
the night on horses and burros, and they 
were waiting patiently in the shade of the 
huaca. Rodriques quickly put them to 
work constructing our camp, which con- 
sisted of a large tarpaulin staked out be- 
tween two mounds of sand and supported 
in the middle with center poles. With a 
sprinkling of sand on top of the tarp and 
the vehicles pulled up underneath, we were 
hidden from the air. 

After lunch, Rodriques ordered the In- 


dians to clean out three of the larger holes, 
which had either caved in or drifted in. I 
had a look around the sites and quickly 
saw that it would not be necessary for the 
detectors to function as deep as 30 feet. 
Because of the previous excavations, I 
would be able to work to that depth simply 
by electronically surveying the sides of an 
excavation. 

That evening Rodriques became curious 
about the metal detectors again. 

“It’s very difficult, as I told you,” I said. 
“If the gold is deep, it takes many years of 
experience to be able to find it.” 

“J will try it anyway,” Rodriques replied 
in a somewhat aggressive tone. 

“The equipment is sensitive and fragile; 
I haven't come all this way to have you 
ruin it in the same way you did the detec- 
tors John Wilson sent to you.” Rodriques 
frowned, but there was a sheepish look 
there as well. “Now let's get this straight 
once and for all,” I said emphatically. 
“The detectors belong to me, and I don't 
want anyone to touch them until I have 
the time to teach you to use them. Is that 
understood?” 

He wasn't convinced, but short of shoot- 
ing it out then and there, he could do noth- 
ing about it. 

The next morning, I chose an Indian 
from the work force to help carry the 
equipment and to assist me getting in and 
out of the holes. His name was Chalo, and 
I'd noticed him the day before because 
he’d taken the trouble to find out my name. 
He called me Don Howard. 

Chalo was in his mid-20s, and he lived 
with his wife and four children in a small 
Indian village a few miles to the north. He 
was bright,and he had a sense of humor 
uncommon among the Indians. 

Chalo and I began work on the terraces 
in one of the cleared holes, The terraces 
are necessary as holes are deepened. In- 
dians working at the bottom shovel ma- 
terial to a terrace where other Indians 
shovel the material to the next terrace, and 
so on to the top. The terraces in the hole 
where we commenced work were about 
five-feet high, four-feet wide, and 25-feet 
long. 

I began on the third terrace from the 
top. I had gone along its surface for only 
a few feet with the detector when I got a 
strong signal. Sonofabitch. I hadn't ex- 
pected to locate anything so quickly! 

Chalo called another Indian to help, and 
they worked carefully with a pick and 
shovel in the lightly compacted sand. Only 
a few inches down they encountered the 
gray powdery material that often indicates 
a grave. Then, digging carefully with ma- 
chetes, the two Indians began cautiously 
to widen and deepen the hole. 

As I pushed my own machete gently into 
the material, it was stopped by something 
hard. Using a hand trowel and my fingers, 
I removed more of the sand until I was 
able to pull the object from the hole. It 
was a beautiful pottery figure of a man 
with a jaguar headdress. Knowing this had 
not caused a reading on the detector, I 
again moved it over the spot and was re- 
assured by an even stronger signal. 

Two more pieces of painted pottery 
came out. Then, to one side of the hole, 
still embedded in sand but with one side 
exposed, was a large gold chalice, nine- 
inches high, gleaming as brightly as when 
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it was buried. It was incredibly heavy. 

I handed the chalice to Rodriques, who 
had joined us, He was impressed. 

“Congratulations, Sefior Jennings,” he 
said. “With your machines, I think we are 
going to find a lot of gold,” 

He watched as I moved the detector 
over the hole again. The signal wasn’t as 
strong as before, but there was still a defi- 
nite indication of metal; we hadn't gotten 
it all yet. Doing the digging myself now, 
using only my machete and the trowel, I 
pulled a highly polished polychrome pot 
from the grave. Carefully emptying the 
loose material through my fingers, I heard 
a rattle, and a heavy gold nose ring 
dropped into my hand. 

Again I passed the detector over the hole 
and around the immediate area, this time 
receiving no signal—we had recovered it 
all. It was very rewarding, considering it 
had been the first hour of work. 

My heart still pounding from the excite- 
ment of the find, I moved the detector with 
meticulous care further along the same 
terrace. Nearing its end, I was beginning to 
think I had been lucky as hell to find that 
cup so easily, Then suddenly, I had an- 
other signal. It was not as strong this time, 
but still solid and definite. 

As in the other hole, we found pottery 
first; next came fragments of cloth. Rod- 
riques, who had a market for practically 
everything from a tomb, brought soft 
brushes to use in clearing the sand from the 
fragile, colored material. A little farther 
on, a large gold disk, which the deceased 
had been wearing, was found on the ma- 
terial just below the skull. The detector in- 
dicated that there was still metal in the 
grave, but it was another hour before we 
could cautiously clear all the sand from 
the cloth and lift its fragments onto a sheet 
of plastic. 

The extremely dry climate had pre- 
served the fabric and the entire skeleton as 
well. The fascinating gleam of gold again 
appeared in the sand, and I saw a heavy 
gold bracelet still encircling the wristbone. 
Taking it off the skeleton, rather than find- 
ing it lying nearby, was a special sensation, 
and not altogether pleasant. Passing the 
detector over the fully exposed skeleton, I 
heard another signal. We had already 
found two fine pieces in the grave—could 
there be more? 

It was difficult to break for lunch, but IT 
thought I'd best appear as unconcerned 
about our finds as the Batres brothers and 
our Indian workers, who had shown no in- 
terest whatever in the craftsmanship re- 
quired to produce either the gold goblet or 
the fine pottery now lying all around us. 

In the afternoon,the grave turned up two 
more metal objects. One was a copper 
medallion or possibly some sort of buckle 
found near the waist of the skeleton, and 
the other was a gold toomie, a ceremonial 
knife shaped like a half-moon. Nothing 
more was indicated on that terrace, so I 
spent the remainder of the afternoon sur- 
veying the other terraces leading to the 
bottom. 

On the fourth terrace from the top, I 
received a single strong signal near one 
end, and on the fifth the detector indicated 
metal in two places. In the bottom of the 
hole, some 25 feet from the surface, I re- 
ceived a good signal in one of the sides of 
the hole. Despite the tremendous amount 
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of gold taken by several generations in the 
past, it began to appear that they had left 
as much or more than they took. 

In camp that evening, guns began to ap- 
pear, I had idly wondered what sort of 
weaponry the brothers would go in for. 
Rodriques strapped on a heavy .38 Colt 
police special, a formidable gun. 

“Sometimes these Indians steal,” he said. 
“Sometimes I have to shoot them and 
then they stop.” 

“Good thinking,” I said. 

Gonzalo didn’t strike me as being bright 
enough to be trusted with a gun, but he 
was strapping on a huge U.S. Army .45 
automatic anyway. About the only positive 
thing in this sudden appearance of weap- 
ons was that it meant I could wear my 
own Smith and Wesson .38 Special. 

In order to see where we all stood re- 
garding guns, I casually suggested some 
target practicethenext morning while break- 
fast was being prepared. We set up some 
lin cans at ten paces. J hit seven out of 
eight. Gonzalo turned out to be a little 
lacking in coordination, and hit nothing. 
Rodriques wasn't too bad, but I was 
pleased to see that he wasn’t too good, 
either. He hit two out of eight. 

“You shoot good,” he said, not sound- 
ing too happy about it. 

“Sometimes I have to.” 

For the next ten days, Chalo and I 
worked side by side. We found a lot of 
gold. My Spanish developed and our 
friendship warmed. 

As long as the workmen were around, I 
couldn’t imagine that Rodriques would try 
anything. Murder with that many wit- 
nesses would be ridiculous. 

Rodriques’ increasing irritation was be- 
coming more apparent as I continued to 
refuse him use of the detectors. Finally I 
laid it on the line for him. 

“Rodriques,” I said, “I don’t trust you 
or your brother a damn bit. As far as I'm 
concerned, the only thing that’s keeping me 
in one piece is my knowledge of the use of 
this equipment. If you'll get off my back, 
TIl not only show you how to use it when 
we get out of here, but I'll give it to you as 
well, In the meantime, don’t ask me again.” 

He turned and walked away without re- 
plying, but there was hatred in his eyes. 

That must have settled it between us, 
because that afternoon Chalo said, “It’s 
time for you.” 

“Time for what?” I asked. 

“T think they are going to kill you to- 
morrow,” he said with resignation. 

“Are you sure, Chalo?" I asked. 

The sardonic tone of his voice was un- 
mistakable. “No, Don Howard, I am not 
sure. Maybe the brothers feel generous. 
Maybe they give us the day off because 
they are kind. Maybe they want us to enjoy 
our holiday.” 

“What holiday?” 

“Tomorrow is the feast day of the 
patron saint of the village. Only four of us 
are from the village, but the brothers are 
giving every man the day off,’ he ex- 
plained, He told me the workers would be 
leaving the camp at sunrise, and they were 
not to return until the following morning. 
The whole schedule added up to trouble 
for old Howard. I thanked Chalo and told 
him to go join the others. If he stayed with 
me too long, our association could cause 
him trouble. 


Just before nightfall, Rodriques came 
over to my tent and announced, “Tomor- 
row we work alone. No Indians.” 

I put on my best poker face and said, 
“Really? Why is that?” 

The cunning look behind the bland an- 
swer. “Tomorrow is a very important holy 
day in the village, and we must give them 
the day free.” 

“That’s very nice of you,” I said. “I'd 
like to go to the village. I've never seen a 
Peruvian fiesta.” 

His expression froze. “No!” he snapped. 
“Tomorrow we do something special. 
There is a secret site; much gold a few 
miles north. I think you will want to work 
it with your detectors.” 

“Bueno,” I said. He headed back to his 
bedroll, and I finished my drink. 

The first step I took was to leave my 
tent, on the slight chance that Rodriques 
or Gonzalo might take it into their minds 
to pop me off during the night, I climbed 
halfway up the digging site and found a 
terrace. I waited and thought. 

It was a damn shame they were so 
greedy. We had uncovered 56 pieces of 
gold in a short period of time, and their 
half would mean a lot of cash to them. If 
we stayed a while longer, we could double 
the take. Tt was all so stupid. But stupid 
or not, I believed it. 

By morning, I was strung as tight as a 
bowstring. 

Chalo came by with his belongings 
slung over one shoulder as most of the 
other Indians could be seen trailing across 
the desert toward the village, seven miles 
away, Chalo did not speak. I guess he 
didn’t know what to say. 

Pulling up my friendliest grin, T said, 
“Don’t worry.” Then I pressed two $100- 
bills into the palm of his hand and nodded 
my head. “Now go. Adios, amigo. 
Gracias.” 

I knew he wanted to help, but I could 
handle this situation better alone. 

Here in Peru, I was looking for a way to 
get out alive. If I waited for the Batres 
brothers to make the first move, that move 
might well be fatal to me. I decided to 
take the initiative. As soon as the last of 
the Indians was out of sight, I went over 
to where the foreman was preparing a 
skillet of rice and chicken, Rodriques 
poured coffee while Gonzalo sat nearby, 
glassy-eyed as usual. I drank two cups. 

Just as the Batres’ foreman brought me 
a plate of food, I saw Gonzalo go for the 
gun in his holster. And as Gonzalo’s gun 
cleared the holster, I shot him, T could 
have killed him, but I aimed the .38 at his 
right shoulder and squeezed off one shot, 
then another. His body jerked grotesquely 
as the first bullet hit him, then spun vio- 
lently from the force of the second blast. 

For an instant, Gonzalo lay still. I hadn't 
wanted to kill—Christ! Why do people 
have to be greedy? Then Gonzalo moved, 
and I pointed my gun at Rodriques. 

“TIl blow your head off if you go for 
your gun,” I shouted. I motioned for the 
foreman to stand by Rodriques. 

Keeping both of the men at bay, I 
moved near the fire and picked up Gon- 
zalo’s gun, I told Rodriques to toss his 
weapon to me gently. 

“You bastards were going to kill me,” I 
said. “I should kill you.” A groan of pain 
came from Gonzalo on the ground. 
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“I’m taking half of the gold, my half,” I 
announced. 

“Bandito!” Rodriques cried. 

“No,” I said. “I just feel like leaving. 
Down on the ground! Move!” 

Rodriques and his foreman joined Gon- 
zalo on the ground. I went to the Land 
Rover and removed the rotor from the 
distributor. I put it into my pocket, then 
ripped off the distributor cap and several 
spark-plug leads to be sure. Next, I loaded 
my share of the gold into the jeep and 
turned the switch. In my anxiety to get 
moving, I flooded the carburetor. I tried 
again and again to start the engine, and 
with each attempt the battery wound down 
and grew weaker. Then, suddenly, it 
caught. I turned and fired one shot into 
the ground next to Rodriques and dropped 
the jeep into gear. The wheels spun as I 
roared away. 

I looked in the rear-view mirror and 
saw Rodriques rushing toward the Land 
Rover. After a few seconds, I realized he’d 
had a hunting rifle hidden in the back of 
the Rover. The first slug tore through the 
seat next to me and splattered against the 
dash of the jeep—Rodriques was a better 
shot with a rifle than a pistol. I swerved 
the jeep into a series of evasive maneuvers. 
The weaving was dangerous, but it made 
me a more difficult target. A second shot 
sounded close, but high. The third hit the 
windshield and shattered the glass. Then 
the jeep bounded over a rise and I was 
safe for the moment—out of the line of 
fire. I raced the jeep to get out of range. 

As I drove back in the direction of the 
Batres’ hacienda, I realized that I had no 
way of knowing whether Cadalzo or any 
of the other brothers were there, so when 
the building came into sight I turned the 
jeep off the dirt road and headed north- 
west across the desert. I knew that by 
traveling in that direction I would eventu- 
ally intercept the road to Chiclayo. There 
was one daily flight to Lima at 12:30 p.m. 

Somehow I made Chiclayo on time. 
Only one major obstacle now remained in 
my path: how to slip myself and the con- 
tents of my knapsack safely out of the 
country. 

I had left the Batres brothers stranded 
30 miles out in the desert; with luck, they 
could hike to the hacienda in ten hours, 
but even then there was no telephone at 
.their home. They would have to ride 
horses or an ancient tractor into Chiclayo 
to notify the authorities to pick me up. 
But I had seen their influence at the air- 
port, and I knew they were ruthless people. 
The charges could be serious. I didn’t think 
Gonzalo would die from the wound, not 
unless his brother abandoned him in the 
desert. But they could claim attempted 
murder. It would be my word against 
theirs. ... 


During the three-hour flight from Chic- 
layo to Lima, I washed and shaved in the 
C-47’s head. I sure as hell needed a bath, 
but it was important that I look as well- 
groomed as possible. I put on what clean 
clothes I had in my pack. 

We landed in Lima at five minutes to 
three. The airline informed me that they 
had one seat open on the flight to Panama 
at four. That was heartening news, but I 
still had a long, tense hour. I had two ma- 
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By FRANK DONEGAN 


Q: On our vacation in London this sum- 
mer, my wife and I went to the famous 
Madame Tussaud’s wax museum, We 
would like to know what they use for hair 
on the statues; it looks so real. Hans 
Blank, Athens, Ohio. 

A: The exhibits at Madame T's have real 
hair (which probably explains why it 
looks sa real), The hair is washed and set 
every three months, A female acquaint- 
ance of ours attributes this need to the 
damp London climate; “It's hell on a 
new hairdo,” says she, We suspect the 
procedure is more likely necessitated by 
the mangling more than two million vis- 
itors each year give to Madame's ex- 
hibits. The wax faces have to be re- 
painted regularly with water colors to 
preserve their “natural look.” 


Q: Does being fat hurt my chances for 
promotion at the office? H. Rockwell Gos- 
sert, Toronto, Ont. 

A: Of all top-level executives (those earn- 
ing $25,000-$40,000 a year), only about 
nine percent are more than ten pounds 
overweight, Forty percent of the lower- 
paid execs ($10,000-$20,000 a year) are 
badly overweight. There’s a lesson here 
somewhere; we would suggest you limit 
yourself to half a grapefruit while you 
try to discern it. 


Q: Has there ever been any scientific 
proof that the weather affects people’s 
dispositions? Peter Scanlon, Farmington, 
N.M. 

A: In 1973, University of Pennsylvania 
researchers found that the old folk phrase 
(i.e. nice days breed nice thoughts) hadn't 
gotten things quite correct. According to 
the study, more people exhibited signs of 
depression when barometric pressure was 
high (usually associated with clear 
weather). When the barometer dropped 
(an indication of rain), there was less de- 
pression but more cases of intoxication 
and homicide. 


Q: How much did rum cost back in the 
days when “Demon Rum” was held to be 
the root of all evil? Lee W. Condon, 
Emporia, Kan. 

A: In 1802 that salubrious beverage was 
retailing for 61 cents a gallon, and we 
would gress that consumers of the period 
got better mileage from it than we do 
out of a comparably priced gallon of 
gasoline. 


Q: The Institute for Advanced Study at 
Princeton is supposed to be one of the 
most esoteric intellectual places in the 
world. What exactly do they do there? 
Donald T. Watters Jr., New York, N.Y. 
A: The 30 professors on the Institute's 
faculty don’t have to do anything if they 
don't feel like it. They have no students 


or classes to teach; they don’t have to 
write books or publish important papers. 
All they are asked to do is think—for 
which they get paid $37,500 per year. (Of 
course, when your faculty members have 
included such luminaries as Einstein and 
Oppenheimer, you don’t go around telling 
them what they can and can't do.) 


Q: Who makes more arrests, male cops or 
those new women police whom you are be- 
ginning to see in some of the larger cities? 
G.A. Grae}, La Salle, Ill. 

A: Washington, D.C., where they put 80 
women on the street in 1972, is the most 
accurately studied case so far. The women 
there generally make fewer arrests in all 
categories than new male officers. For in- 
stance, at the time of the recent study, 47 
percent of the women had made one or 
more felony arrests while 61 percent of the 
men had done likewise. 

But don't blow your chauvinist horn just 
yet. The test of a good arrest is how it 
stands up in court and those results aren't 
in yet. 


Q: I'm just old enough to remember the 
famous War of the Worlds radio show (the 
one that caused a national panic) put on 
by Orson Welles and the Mercury Theatre. 
What I'd like to know is: was that the first 
program that that group put on radio? 
Frank Jenkins, Honolulu, Hawaii. 

A: Dracula was the first play presented by 
the Mercury Theatre on the Air during its 
initial season in the summer of 1937. 


Q: Political commentators like Howard 
K. Smith and Eric Sevareid quote Lord 
Acton’s saying, “Power tends to corrupt 
and absolute power corrupts absolutely,” 
Who was Lord Acton, and where did he 
write his famous words? Joseph Galbraith, 
Thomaston, Conn. 

A: Lord Acton, or more precisely, John 
Emerich Edward Dalberg-Acton, was an 
English historian who taught at Cambridge 
University. When it came to power, he 
knew what he was talking about: his fam- 
ily included a Bavarian duke, a prime min- 
ister for the Kingdom of Naples and a 
British ambassador to France. 

Acton was also a Roman Catholic with 
little tolerance for the Church's authori- 
tarian tendencies. In 1887, he reviewed a 
book about corruption in the Papal Court 
during the Renaissance. Acton tore the 
book to shreds, whereupon the book's au- 
thor asked him for an explanation of his 
hostile criticism, In response, Lord Acton 
wrote a long, philosophical letter contain- 
ing the famous epigram. The next line, 
which is almost never quoted, also has a 
curious applicability in today’s troubled 
political atmosphere. It reads: “Good men 
are almost always bad men.” 


Q: Where did the word “hoodlum” origi- 
nate? Martin Danielson III, Grand Rapids, 
Minn. 

A: No one is quite sure of the word's 
roots, but it first appeared in the mid-19th 
century to describe the petty criminals 
of San Francisco. A contemporary visitor 
described the hoodlum’s activities: “The 
hoodlum drinks, gambles, steals, runs 
after lewd women, rifles the pockets of 
inebriated citizens going home in the small 
hours, parades the streets at night singing 
obscene songs. One of his chief diversions, 
when he is in a more pleasant mood and 
at peace with the world at large, is ston- 
ing Chinamen. This he has reduced to a 
science.” 


Q: They say overcrowding might cause 
abnormal behavior in human beings. Does 
the crowded, production-line atmosphere 
on modern livestock and poultry farms 
cause the animals to behave strangely? 
L. R. Meyer, New York, N.Y. 

A: Indeed: pigs bite each other's tails 
and chickens peck savagely at one an- 
other. But the farmers solve these prob- 
lems with quaint directness: They cut off 
the pigs’ tails and trim the chickens’ beaks. 


Q: When natural streams are channel- 
ized, how does it affect the fishing? Tom 
Brennan, Little Rock, Ark. 

A: Enormously. Evidence indicates that 
when the Army Corps of Engineers ar- 
rives with its mystical concrete-making 
machines, a streams fishing days are num- 
bered. A comparative study of the Char- 
itor River in Missourt showed that the 
catchable fish crop dropped 83 percent 
where the river was channelized. The 
number of species also decreased from 21 
to 13. Other projects tend to back the 
Missouri study with depressing unanimity. 


Q: I read that the average American eats 
an enormous amount of food each year. 
How does it compare with food intake in 
other countries, say China, for instance? 
Allen Ewing, Marysville, Calif. 

A: Professor Jean Meyer of Harvard 
says,"“The same amount of food that is 
feeding 210 million Americans would 
feed 1.5 billion Chinese on an average 
Chinese diet.” Whether or not the Chinese 
could stomach all those Big Macs is an- 
other question. 


HAVE A QUESTION? 


TRUE welcomes any reasonable question, but 
cannot provide individual replies. The most 
interesting questions will be answered in 
these columns. Address your inquiries to 
TRUE Magazine, Dept. T10One Astor Plaza, 
1515 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036. 
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Q: What did Charles Darwin do before 
he began studying evolution? Joe Garner, 
Cheyenne, Wyo. 

A: He was a divinity student who firmly 
believed in the Bible. 
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Q: Which racing animal is faster: the 
, greyhound or the racehorse? Arthur Lewis, 
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fastest greyhounds are clocked at just un- 


a 
G et Auto m at i C der 40 mph. Because it accelerates faster, 
the greyhound would win any race of 340 
yards or less. At more than that distance, 
= K PP R 0 T E CTI 0 N the horse’s steadily superior speed would 
provide the go-ahead margin. 


Against Burglars, Intruders, Vandals! Q: When Hitler was a soldier in World 


War I, what did his commanding officer 
think of him? N. B. Kastan, Elmira, N.Y. 
A: In a classic display of misjudgment, 
the future Fiihrer’s regimental adjutant 
wrote, “We could find no leadership quali- 
ties in him.” (While it turned out to be 
grotesquely wrong, this view of the young 
Hitler was not unusual. His jailer at Lands- 
berg prison found him “modest... quiet 
and sensible, serious and quite without 
ageressiveness.”) 


Q: Television stations always seem to be 
fiddling with the format of their local 
newscasts. They change anchormen, have 
their newscasters joke on camera, etc. 
Why all the fuss? Why don’t they just give 
the news? James T. Cleary, Michigan 


Light Goes On At Dusk, Off At Dawn! | Ar) sations make an enormous 


amount of money (sometimes half of their 


Works Outdoors Lac Automatically! total income) from local newscasts. A 
. as ' , single additional point in audience rating 
National law-enforcement authorities continually advise that one Of | can bring in an extra $500,000 in adver- 
the best ways to protect your home and family against burglary and | tising revenue in large cities such as New 
vandalism is simply to light a light. Now, this clever ‘‘magic eye” | York or Los Angeles. In smaller markets, 
lamplighter control does it for you... stays on guard 24 hours a | @! additional rating point can still in- 
day. It automatically turns on the light at dusk, automatically turns | joe. Tike th 4 pecan Faced wii 
it off again at dawn. So burglars, intruders and vandals are quickly Saeeae ee Fete Meatariatnie foun 
discouraged and frightened away, whether or not you happen to | possible. 


be at home. . Aer 
No Special Wiring Needed Q: A genealogist told me it’s only ac- 


There are no cords or dials, no special wiring or installation needed, | curate to trace your ancestors through 


This automatic “magic eye’’ control unit screws instantly into any Saat Aan aie Eometrone 


standard light socket . . . takes any standard light bulb, even 4} q: Ejementary common sense, my good 


floodlight bulb. It’s weather-resistant, trouble-free, UL listed. man. Being a bastard is nothing new; in 
. Colonial times,an estimated 17 percent of 
Never Again Come Back To A Darkened House! all births were out of wedlock. A geneal- 


Get this automatic after-dark protection against burglars, intruders | ogist can usually find out who someone's 
and vandals. Order the efficient, economical Lamplighter Control | other is, but he's on shaky ground when 
today! Regularly $6.95 .. . SPECIAL— NOW ONLY $4.95. it comes to fathers. Tracing back a few 


~ Z generations in almost any family will pro- 

Absolute Satisfaction Guaranteed... Or Money Back =| duce @ healthy catalog of bastardy, di- 
vorce and desertion. One eminent geneal- 

ogist put it more diplomatically: “It may 

be unrealistic to trace parentage through 


HAMILTON HOUSE Cos Cob, Conn. 06807 the putative father.” 
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TRUE GOES 
Just $24.50 per month 

SHOPPING buys your own land 

This department is not composed of paid advertising. in Colorado. 

The merchandise shown here is the newest and/or most 

interesting our shopping editor has found this month. 


Refunds are guaranteed except on personalized items. 
Prices include postage unless otherwise specified. 


2 hae a a 


~ NO DOWN PAYMENT — WO INTEREST 
French pi hset 2B t BUYER PROTE ; 
ake ate ackah eee 21/2 ACRES BIG — equal to 10 CITY LOTS. 


Pipe-smoking colleagues will Man’s best friend cast in bronze 
appreciate this luxury gift. The and mounted on a block of Italian a sas ett ciiran faves full of ro- 
5%" bulldog model pipe is made of | marble. You can even engrave mance and excitement for people any age. 
briar. The suede pouch rolls up and your pet's name on the 6” gold- Where friendly, growing cities merge with that 
is fully lined to keep tobacco fresh. _ plate plaque. Please specify breed colorful western tradition. Now you can own 
are : P eee 4 your own land in enchanting Colorado — 22 
Pipe is $17.95, and pouch sellsfor of dog or cat, and name. $12.95 acres for real living, camping, vacationing, or 
$12.95. Both from Holiday Gifts, from Jamaica Silversmith, Dept. just relaxing in the peace and quiet. Wild Horse 
Dept. TR-10, Wheat Ridge, Colo. T-10, 407 Rockaway Ave., Valley Mesa is whatever you want it to be for you and 
80033. Stream, N.Y. 11581. your family for generations to come. 


WILD HORSE MESA — YOUR SPECIAL PLACE 
Breathe fresh, clean air where sunny mountain 
eaks reach for the clear, blue sky. Wander the 

inon and Ponderosa woodlands. Ride the 
wild horse trails. See the wild horses still 
roaming the Mesa top. Hike the trails that 
overlook Lake Sanchez . . . this beautiful 
stream-fed lake, largest in the San Luis Valley, 
adjoins Wild Horse Mesa, just 3 miles from the 
center of the development. A sailboat in a 
gentle breeze, a fisherman out for rainbow 
trout, a water skier or swimmer nearby — yes, 
this is Lake Sanchez. 

TOTAL PRICE ONLY $2450. 

ACT NOW! 

Property at this price is going fast! It will 
never be any easier to buy your own 2% acre 
retreat in WILD HORSE MESA. Just $24.50 
total monthly payments. No down payment, 
no interest, every dollar is applied to the 
purchase of your land. Buy while these low 
prices are still in effect. Wild Horse Mesa is 
proud of its reputation for doing business fairly 
and honestly. We want you to know more 
about us. Simply fill out the coupon below, 
don’t wait! 

REFUND PRIVILEGE: Anytime during the 
period of one year from the date of your pur- 
chase cs et and on your first visit you 


Pocket-sized life saver 

A handy stainless steel gadget with 
more than 40 ways to keep you 
alive in the woods, boating or 
camping. You can use it as a 
compass, signal mirror, to make a 
fishhook from a nail, as a screw- 
driver, to skin animals, to make 


Really big feet 


shoes from tire or briefcase. ; personally inspect your land and are not totally 
1/16 inch thick; and costs $9.95 For the man with larger-than- satisfied with your Wild Horse Mesa property 
from Allsion Forge Corp., Dept average feet—chukka boots. These you are entitled to a total refund of all money 
Sees somfortable, soft, shag leather you have paid. 
T-10, Box 404, Belmont, Mass. SODTONL Mest Lier 
02178. boots with English Plantation WILD HORSE MESA 
Crepe soles are available in tan A Quality Development of 
only. Sizes ten to 16, half-sizes to GREAT AMERICAN PROPERTIES, INC. 
15; widths: N,M,W. $13.99 from Obtain HUD Property Report from devel- 
The King-Size Co., 4804 King Size oper and read it before signing anything. 
Bldg., Brockton, Mass. 02402. HUD neither approves the merits of the 
offering nor the value, ifany, of the property. 
T wip HORSE MESA ape11620 | 


P. 0. Box 1134 | 
Alamosa, Colo. 81101 | 
Send me full information ona 2% acre tract. | under- | 
stand that there is no obligation and | may [purctiase 
my property for $2450. with no money down, no | 
interest, and monthly payments of only $24.50. | 
Please rush my color brochure, HUD Property Re- | 
port, purchase agreement, and land map showing | 
the exact location of my property. 11-874 | 
| 
| 
| 


NAME — 
ADDRESS. TELE = 


CITY _ STATE ziP 
This offer is subject to all local, state and federal regulations. J 
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TRY THE MOST 
EXPENSIVE 


CIGAR 
TOBACCOS 
IN THE WORLD 


At My Risk 


We combed the imported to- 
bacco markets to find the 
world’s most expensive cigar 
tobaccos. We bid the highest 
for the finest beautiful 
mild Cameroon, light silky Nic- 
aragua, rich Mata-Fina from 
Brazil, plus the finest Santo 
Domingo Seco grown from Cu- 
ban seed. All blended by ex- 
patriate Cuban cigar makers in- 
to cigars seliing for up to $1 
apiece in the luxury trade. 

To find the 1 man in a thou- 
sand who appreciates. the 
world’s finest cigars, we offer 
a special sampler kit of 7 
different size cigars for you to 
TEST SMOKE... 

Send us nothing for the ci- 
gars, we've written them off as 
advertising samples. Just send 
$1 to cover cigar tax, postage 
and expense and we'll send 
your 7 cigar Sampler Kit made 
from the world's most expen- 
sive cigar tobaccos. If you 
don't think they're the best ci- 
gars you ever smoked for less 
than $1 apiece, return the em- 
pty 7 pack and we'll refund 
your dollar. Only 1 to a cus- 
tomer— good in U.S.A. only. 


WALLY FRANK, Ltd.; 


132 CHURCH STREET Dept. | 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 10007 CC 155 | 

Here's my dollar, send me | 
postpaid the Sampler of 7 ci- | 
gars on your money back gua- | 
rantee. N. Y. Residents add | 
sales tax, 


! 
m (Print Name & Address Below) | 


with Cotmmaster V TR 4B 
the transmitter-receiver 
mineral and motal 
detector 


Ideal for ghosttowning, parks, 

beaches and botlefiolds. Detects 

gold, silver, copper, nuggets, coins, 

tings, jewelry, ete. 

Other models priced from 
#79** up 


WHITE’S ELECTRONICS, INC. coor rus avauane 


1011 Pleasant Valley Road Room 191, Sweet Home, Oregon 97386 


MICRO MI 
WIRELESS 


Self contained. Picks up & transmits most 
sounds without wires up to 450 ft. thru 
any FM radio. Use as burglar alarm, 
music amplifier, intercom, baby sitter, 
hot line, etc. Comp. with batt. Money 
back guar. B of A, M/C cds. or COD ok 
Only $14.95 add 50¢ for pstge. & hdlg. 
AMC SALES, Dept. T Box 610, Downey, Ca. 90241 


Write For Free Literature 


ay 
>» 
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* 
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limited quantities 
rare, genuine 


SEA TURTLE 
SLIP-ON SHOES 


Limited supply, due to reptile preser- 
vation laws. Plain toe slip-on with gold 
instep chain ornament. Rich bur- 
nished turtle leather, hand- 
lasted by Domit, 

Mexico's finest 
shoemakers. 
Leather lined 
and rubber 
heels. 


Luxury 
with lasting 
comfort. 
Black or brown. 4 95 
6-13, Bto E. ppd. #41947 


Write for free color catalog. 
Mail order only. $5 C.O.D. deposit. 


NAVARRO BROTHERS 


Dept. T, 213 S. El Paso St. 
El Paso, Texas 79901 


TELL THE WORLD YOU SERVED! 
WEAR A COMMEMORATIVE RING 


DIVISION NUMBER 


New goldencrusted cag 
Choice of 
military 
fraternal, profession 
al, service 


emblems 
over 100 


CLUDS. gy 


BIRTHSTONES. 
GEMSTONES OR 
DIAMONDS 


Easy- -Pay Plan 
PRESTIGE RINGS you'll be antl to wear, Combine your 
present affiliation or profession with a lifetime armed 
service memento. Heavy, man-sized in 10-K gold. Amer- 
ica's largest selection of mrtteaty rings, over 1000 com- 
binations, all services, all wars. Prompt delivery. Charge 
on B of A, M C, Amex cards. Money-back guarantee! 

Send for FREE full color catalog today. 
ROYAL MILITARY JEWELRY 
Box Y-TR-9 Apache Junction, Ariz, 85220 


Be In Business In 1 Week 


$$$ PRIVATE DETECTIVE $$$ 


Earn Money In Spare Time 


We send you book, badge, ID card & official case 
for $15.00 complete. Plenty of clean, legitimate, 
safe, undercover, investigative work available in 
your area. All information you need to obtain work 
or receive cases & earn $15.00 to $40.00 an hour 
the first week. Work Part or Full Time. Opportuni- 
ties are for both males & females. Send $15.00 to: 


ICP AGENCY 
BOX 5128, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C, 27103 


HEY, TOUGH GUY... 


KEEP YOUR PANTS UP 
Here's a MAN-SIZE 
belt buckle, 24%4’x4". 
A must for all you 
lumberjock types! 
PIONEER professional chain 
saws is now offering you this rugged, 
handsome, magnesium alloy buckle, 
ready to snap on your belt. Produced by 
the world's oldest hand casting methods. 
Limited edition—numbered—a real 
COLLECTOR'S ITEM. 


pee ee ea a ee ee ee ee ee eee 
| Please rush me belt buckles at $5.95 each, 
check or money order. Payable to OUTBOARD 
MARINE CORPORATION. C.O.D. $6.65. NO CASH 
PLEASE 

Name 


City- 


State 

SEND THIS COUPON TO: OMC 
1102 Commerce Tower, Box 13407 
Kansas City, Mo. 64199 
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TRUE GOES 


SHOPPING 


Bumper sticker power 

Make up your own slogan; adver- 
tise your business; tell everyone on 
the road what you think! These 
31%4"x 15” self-adhesive bumper 
stickers are printed to order. Word- 
ing up to 25 small letters on top 
line and 14 large letters on bottom 
line. Comes in black ink on Day- 
Glo yellow background. First 
copy: $2.95; duplicates: $.75 each 
from The Writewell Co., 509- 
Transit Bldg., Boston, Mass.02115 


: —— 


oe your OWN wESSAGE ON A 


_ BINPERS TICKER 


teu 


Brimming over 

Wear this super-sleuth antique 
latigo leather hat for the outdoor 
look. The 34%” brim and high 
crown make it a must on cool days. 
Comes in sizes S.M,L, or XL and 
is $17.95 from Outdoor World, 
Dept. TR-10E, Estes Park, Colo. 
80517. 


YOU CAN'T STOP INFLATION. 
SO YOU MIGHT AS WELL 
MAKE A FORTUNE FROMIT. 


| made a fortune three times in 

six months. 
About a year ago, | discovered 
my technique that actually 
uses inflationary forces to 
make money for me. 

In less than six monihs | 
had made enough that'll 
never have fo worry about 
money again. And my 
first pupil, a friend of 
mine, made $43.000 
the first week he tried 
my technique. 

My technique is as 
sure as inflation. 

There are all sorts of ways fo make 
fast money by gambling on various 
things... from real estate to a roll of 
dice. Problem is you can lose your 
shirt fast, (Believe me, the proper 
technique to make money wasn't 
easy to find.) If it were hard work, 
then all coal miners would be mil- 
lionaires. And if it were education. 
all college professors would drive 
aRolls. 

My name is Charles Richardson. 
I'm no genius, but I’ve gota 
simple plan that works. 

| wentto college for one semester. 
And | make ten times what the aver- 
age college professor makes. And 
| only work about 10% as much.The 
secret? A simple plan that works. It 
works so well forme that|’ve tripled 
my money three times in the past 
six months. A 900% return on my 
investment. Plus, practically every 
friend | have has done the same by 
using my simple technique. 

The catch? It’s going 
fo cost you. 

It's going to cost you ten bucks. 

It's costing me about $2 a copy to 

print up the secrets of my success 

in book form. The rest goes into my 

pocket, But! figure that's fairenough. 

| spent 14 years developing this 

technique. And all you have to do 

is lick an envelope and send 

for my book. I 
And what's more, if you 


FACT ONE: You can’t stop 
inflation. So you might 
as well profit from it. 
Inflation is so rampant 
in our economy today, 
that many econo- 
Say mists believe that 
t ‘§ pasty. ifweranintoa 
ate depression. we'd 


ot 
AS 


still have infla- 
tion. And as 

: long as there's 
ess inflation, the 
wie system de- 


v4 ~ 
% oa 
= Se 


scribed in this 


book is unconditionally guaranteed 


to work. You can triple your money, 
again and again. | did. 

You can't stop inflation—so you 
might as well profit from it. It's so true 
| made it the name of my book. 

FACT TWO: The value of paper 
money is decreasing. 

So any investment you make 
that's based on paper money isn't 
worth the paper it’s printed on. And 
that includes savings 
accounts, stocks, 
bonds, and the like. 

FACT THREE: The 
value of gold and 
silver is on the rise. 

For example, in 
February, 1974, the 
silverin a 1960 quar- 
ter was worth 85¢. But 
that's just penny-ante 
compared with some 
of the other examples 
cited in the book. So 
enough about 
pennies. 

My book will teach you how to 
buy gold on the European Ex- 
change. How to buy silver bouillon 
right here at home. Plus how. And 
when. Io buy, and to sell. You'll be 
making akilling while a lot of rich 
people are going broke. And 
importantly, you'll be doing it legally, 


poston - ee 


AIR MAIL THIS COUPON AND YOU'LL BE MAKING BIG 


don'tfind that this 10 was they MONA GSA rdson, Incorporated 
best investment you ever P.O. Box 10404 : 


made, |'l| return your money. 
To be fair, I've charged all my 
friends the same $10 and 
none have asked for it 
back, yet. 

Let me tell you a little of the 
logic behind my three part 
money-making plan. 


ADDRESS 


Atlanta, Georgia 30319 
O1'm through gambling. | want to take advantage 
of the triple your money back guarantee. Enclosed 
find my $40 payment. Again there is no risk on my 
part. My money will be refunded, no questions asked, 
if! am not100% satisfied, 


NAME 


SA) IP. 


through all the legal barriers, both 
national and international. 
If you’re going to make these 
3 facts work, you have to 
read my book. 

| could tell you more about my 
secrets, but |’nn afraid you'd be 
tempted totry it on your own. 

And thaicould be disasterous. 

You're playing forkeeps in the 
gold and silver markets. This is 
where you'll find the really big boys 
playing against you. So, you better 
know what! know. 

Remember, most everyone as- 
sumes that gold appreciates in a 
nice steady rate. Not so. It some- 
times takes a brief nosedive, as it 
did recently. A lot of people who 
had just invested in gold lost money. 
But big money was also made dur- 
ing that period. By people who 
knew what they were doing. Who 
knew the secrets of my book. 

The triple your money back 
guarantee. It’s my way of saying 
you can make 
it big. 

| don't know of a 
person who couldn't 
# make money with my 

technique. If you're a 
“doer” and just aiittle 
smarter than the 
average guy (and 
the fact that you've 
read this far says 
something about 
that) there’s no telling 
the fortune you're 
capable of making. 

But no matter. If you 
don’t quickly triple your original in- 
vestment using this plan, we'll gladly 
give you your money back. 

That's right. triple. 

As|I'm writing this by my swimming 
pool, a secretary is waiting fo type It 
up for publication. As soon as| finish, 
| think Ill have a quick swim, a set of 
tennis on my courts. Then the 
chauffeur will bring the Bentley 
: down to take me to my club. 
I What are you doing right 
1 now? Ifitdoesn’t sound as 
1 good as that, maybe the next 
1 thing you should do is fill ouf 
I the coupon below and send 
H me your ten bucks before it is 
} worth less than the paper if is 
| printed on. 

! And pretty soon you'll be 

I fiving high, just like me | guar- 
antee if. 

I 
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If you’re big on 
Circus side shows, you'll 
just love this book. 


The original ANOMALIES AND-CURIOSITIES 
OF MEDICINE, an encyclopedia of rare and ex- 
traordinary cases of abnormalities of medicine and 


were too frightening to 
show; and we sincerely did 
not want to offend anyone. 
But without a doubt, this © 
is one of the most interest- 
ing and fascinating books 
we've eyer come across. 

Never has one book on 
the subject of human curi- 
osities contained so much! 
Such famous cases of hu- 
man abnormalities as the 
grotesque “Elephant-Man,” 
the green “Alligator-Boy," 
the “Elastic Skin-Man," 
the famous “Siamese 
Twins," Eng and Chang, & 
plus hundreds of others. 

As entertaining as this 
book may be, it was seri- 
ously written by two doctors, giving in-depth med- 
ical explanations of each abnormality covered. 


WARNING: THIS BOOK IS NOT FOR THE SQUEAMISH! 


at A al Tle tedchteky 
To be honest with you, when we first saw this book, 
everyone at the office (Broadway Bookfinders) said, 
“Ugh."" But once we got over the shock, we couldn’t 
put the book down, For those who enjoy this kind 
of reading and have a Strong stomach, you’ll find 
this book fascinating, unusual and very freaky! 
Only $5.95. Moneyback Guarantee 


om oe es ee ee ec me PICASE PTI oy oe es oe me 


BROADWAY BOOKFINDERS. DEPT. A—72 
245 WEST 19 ST., NEW YORK, N.Y. 10011 


Please rush me _____. Anomalies and Curlosities 
of Medicine at $6.55 ea. ($5.95 plus 60 cents post. 
and hand,) Enclosed is my payment of $_____. 
If not satisfied, I'll return the book within 10 days 
for a full refund. 


name 


address 

Make check/M.O, payable to Sreaavey Bookfinders 
-ACCORDIONS © 
and AMPLIFIERS 


——__—— 


BIG SAVINGS up to % or more on famous make accor- 
dions. Over 40 models. Standard and new electronic 
models. Buy direct at low discount prices. Get five-day 
home trial. Small down payment, easy terms. Free gifts. 
Trade in allowance. Money back guarantee. Rush coupon 
for color catalogs. discount price list, Accordion Corp. 
of America, Dept. 7-104, 5535 W. Belmont Ave., 
Chicago, Illinois 60641 


a a ey em ee ss ce et ee 

FACCORDION CORP. of AMERICA—Dept. T-104 | 
5535 W. Belmont Ave., Chicago, Iilinois 60641 | 
Send FREE Color catalogs and discount prices, Include 

| special information checked: ; \ 
CD Accordion Amplifiers () Button Type Accordions | 
Name | 
Address. | 
City. State J 

—— — 


DON'T QUIT SMOKING 


before giving my pipe a 30 Day Trial 
waare Iwcw” 


= 
™ 


My new principle contradicts every idea you've 
ever had about pipe smoking. | guarantee it to smoke cool and 
mild hour after hour. day after day, without rest, without bite, 
bitterness or sludge. To prove if. I'll let you try a new Carey 
Pipe. Send name and address today for FREE trial offer. Write: 


E.A. CAREY, Dept. 284P, 3942 N. Kilpatrick, Chicago, Ill. 60641 


U.S. Patent 
3267941 


WIDE SHOES 
FOR MEN 
EE to EEEEEE Sizes 5-13 


100 styles, top quality. 
popular prices, money- 
back quarantee. 
Send for FREE 
CATALOG. 


Not sola 
m stores 


SHOES, INC. 
Dept. 7H, Hingham, Mass. 02043 


} CUSTOMIZE 
{ AUTO/VAN INTERIORS 


UPHOLSTER ANY VEHICLE—START 

WITH YOUR OWN CAR OR VAN! 
A business so big, growing so fast, you 
need an appointment in most auto trim 
shops! Send for FREE MASTER PLAN, 
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET on learning 
auto upholstery and interior customizing 
in your Spare hours. No experience 

needed. VET APPROVED. 


ve —_F 
FREE BOOKLET! AUTO UPHOLSTERY INSTITUTE, 
1205 W.Borkley,Depr KTR, Oronge, CA 92468 


RARE STAMP FREE 


Also new packet Aden to Urundi, with 
Kennedy, Triangles, Space, Sports, Ships. 
Dogs, Cats, Reptiles, plus others. 

All Free. Write today. 


EMPIRE STAMP CO., Dept. 31, Toronto, Canada 


BASEMENT TOILET 


Flushes up to existing sewer or sep- 
tic tank by powerful, self-contained 
pump operated by normal water pres- 
sure. No digging up floors. Clog 
resistant, easily installed. Make base- 
ment into game room, den, apartment 
with private bath. Financing available. Dealer in- 
quiries invited. Write for free catalog. 


DOSS, Dept. J-32 , Box 10947, Houston, Tex. 77018 


110 VOLT “PLUG-IN” YOUR TRUCK OR CAR! 


Mounts Under Dash or Hood in 10 
Minutes——lias OiT-On Sw.-Voltage Ind. 
Light! Up To 4000 Watts—110 Volt DC 
Power from eur Alternator. Runs Carpen- 
ter - Farm - Builders - Tools - Lights - 
Heaters ~ Drills - Saws. Starts Cars, 
Quik Charges - Welds - Brazes, Solders, 
SEND ONLY $2.00 4. S@styS.% 
| M.O.) and pas " 
in tse bas ee postage, or 
send $14. or rt el. in USA. Complete Ready To Use 
witty epee, eee Moran ginstructions, One ear Service 
arranty— y ney Bac! rial—Ideal for pl oar 
Ail Cars-Campers—Rush orde piepnes 


der, 
WESTERN ELECTRONICS, Dept. PT-10, KEARNEY, Nebr, 68847 


SF 


MAKE... . $25tol00PERHOUR 


BADGE-A-MINIT, 2 complete badge making system lets 
you make permanent metal pin back badges 
for fun or profit. Badge parts cost pen- 
. nies, you sell slogan buttons for up 
=) 0 75¢ each, photo buttons for up 
to $2.50 ea. Get FREE illustrated 
money making plans by return 
mail, or send $29.95 plus $1.75 for 
shipping to RPM_ Assoc. Ltd., Box 613, 
LaSalle, lil. 61301 TR-9 


Money Back 
Guarantee 


WIN $$$ PLAYING CA 


Not Sold on Newsstands. For Poker & Blackjack 
Players, this advanced concept book is a must. 
The Do’s, Don'ts & Strategy of a professional 
for home or legal casino. Send $5.00 which you 
can recover on one hand to: 
CONCEPTS 
BOX 5128, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 27103 


FAMILY CREST RINGS 


Your own family crest hand-engraved on sterling 
silver ring $60.00 
Hand-engraved on 14k.gold ring $170,00 
Hand-engraved on precious stones, 14k ‘gold setting 
$225.0 


Your choice of stones: Synthetic ruby, synthetic 
sapphire, topaz quartz, amethyst, tourmaline, lapiz 
lazuli, onyx, agate and bloodstone. If you already 
have a coat of arms send us a drawing or descrip- 
tion; otherwise we do research. Send for free color 
catalogue. ALSO CUFF-LINKS and PENDANTS. 
HERALDICA IMPORTS, Dept, TR-59 
21 West 46th St.. New York, N.Y, 10036 


JUDO-SAVATES 
JIU-JITSU 


The Greatest Self-Defense 


System Known To Man! Learn- 
At-Home-Course reveals hundreds 
of deadly self-defense secrets, 
which will enable you to protect 
yourself from any attacker! Easy to 
learn! FREE COLORFUL BROCHURE 


REVEALS SELF-DEFENSE TECHNIQUES, [FREE| 
Send to: UNIVERSAL, Dept. T 
BOX 39303 DETROIT. MICHIGAN 48239 


$1782°2 Weekly 


Working one hour daily 
in your own business. 


E> FREE BROCHURE@ 


FAS - Box 13703 D 
San Antonio, Tx. 78213 


HOW TO PUBLISH 


Join our successful authors in a 
complete and reliable publishing 
program; publicity, advertising, 
handsome books. Speedy, efficient 
service. Send for FREE manuscript 
report & copy of Publish Your Book. 


CARLTON PRESS Dept. TU) 
84 Fifth Ave., New York 11, N. Y. 


DAY GLO VINYL BUMPER STICKERS 
GET ENOUGH FOR ALL YOUR FRIENDS! 
$1 each —-6 for $5 —15 for$10 POSTAGE FREE 


Send Gheck or MQ to ATLANTA BUMPER STICKERS 
ATLANTA, GA, 30324 


Se eeseenenseneesesoee 


BURIED TREASU 


p= 


SS 


Locate from a LONG DISTANCE! 


with Ultra-Sensitive D/REGT/ONAL Locator 
SEND FOR FREE inFoRMATIVE BROCHURE 


RESEARCH PRODUCTS 
We t-) 8 13441-AS Bf i Lan 


GUARANTEED 
10 YEARS 


Balanced for target throwing 
REPLACE AT NO CHARGE! Use 30 days. Money back if not pleased. Special 
Jc Sale, REGULAR PRICE $2.75. Send $2.76 & receive 2 knives. Add 22¢ 
postage. bandling Remit TOTAL $2.98 for 2 knives. ORDER NOW! Midwest Knife Co,, 
043 S Western, Dept. DAS-3234 


The knile for hunting, fish- 
ing and all around use 
Mirror polished, imparted 
Stainless steel blade honed 
to a razor’s edge, Rugged. 
Opens with flick of finger 
Locks into position, Blade wil) not 
close when in use, Press button in handle 
to close. Safety finger guard. Sure-grip handle. 
IF BROKEN WITHIN 10 YEARS WE WILL 


Chicago, (11. 60620. Established 1936. Mai! Orders only 
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‘Big Money Anywhere... navi e e You Want! 


Bp 


NO “SELLING”... 
NO INVESTMENT .. . 
NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 


Carry our full-color Jewelry Showcase Catalog 
with you, show it to everyone you meet — let them 
see over 300 beautiful jewelry creations for men and 
women at remarkably low prices. You'll be surprised 
by how quickly the jewelry sells itself on sight for you 
—so you take easy, fast orders. . .with no hard selling at all! 


GUARANTEED! YOU CAN'T RISK A PENNY 
TO MAKE 200% AND MORE PROFIT... EASILY! 


Your wholesale cost for all jewelry is only 1/3 or less of the 
suggested retail price. Jewelry that sells for $27 costs you only 
$9 or less, so you make $18 or more profit. You can make this 
kind of money without investing your own money, by taking 
1/3 deposit with every order. We won't let you risk a cent to 
find out how well you'll do. Unless your first order sells out 
fast and pays you huge profits, return any unsold, unworn 
jewelry within 30 days, and immediately we'll refund every 
cent you paid for jewelry returned! 


FREE! COMPLETE MONEY-MAKING OUTFIT! 


Send no money! Just fill in the Coupon below, and mail it 
TODAY! By return mail, we'll rush you a complete Money- 
Making Outfit, containing the big full-color Jewelry Show- 
case Catalog, Profit Programs Manual, order-taking supplies 
and everything else you need to begin making big profits 
on the very first day. Everything FREE,no obligation. 


Mail the Coupon TODAY! 


NATIONAL GEM CO., DEPT.H-34 
681 HAMILTON STREET 
SOMERSET, N.J. 08873 
PHONE: (201) 247-2244 


To Prove To You That National Rings 
Sell Themselves on Sight For You 
We'll show you how to get this 
12-RING DISPLAY CASE 
To: National Gem Company, Dept. H-34 


a = Fem = 681 Hamilton Street, Somerset, New Jersey 08873 


on our introductory By return mail, rush me new money-making full-color 
National Gem Co. Jewelry Display Outfit with 48-page 
QUADRUPLE-YOUR-MONEY eae Showcase parla and everything else | need to 
ake gigantic profits — all sent ABSOLUTELY FREE! 
RING DISPLAY STARTING OFFER a 
IMR. (PLEASE PRINT BELOW) 
Send for yous FREE money-making National Jewelry Display | |MRS. 
Outfit NOW. In it, you'll find three 12-Ring Starting offers that —-4 
enable you to multiply your money more than 5 times. When you | a MS. 
order one of these Starting 12-Ring Assortments within 7 days 
of receiving the offer, we’ll also send you this handsome Pro- 
fessional Jewelers’ 12-Ring Display Case FREE. Only 3x5x2". .. ADDRESS “ 
fits pocket or purse... looks like genuine leather... regularly 
sells for $8.00 but one is FREE to you with each 12-Ring Start- CITY. 


ing Assortment you order! Unless the rings sell out within 30 


days and pay you hage profits, return unsold unworn rings for 
full and immediate refund. YOU TAKE NO RISK AT ALL! 
STATE ZIP 


in Canada: Gem Company Canada, 2585 Bates Road, Montreal, Quebec H3S 1A9 
Overseas: Magnum International, 2971 Fiowers Rd, South, Atlanta, Ga. 3034) 


We Guarantee Your Money Back... Unless You : 
Make This Huge Profit in 30 Days or Less! Ris Scan WC On MeneeveR! 
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THOUSANDS 
ENJOY 


FAMOUS BRAND 
IN PLAIN BOXES 
AND SAVE... 


SOLD AS 
SELECTION NO. 1 THROWOUTS 


Because of occasional off 
color or minor wrapper stain, 
packed under disguised 
label to protect famous 
name. 


You enjoy the very same 
mild, mellow taste of these 
beauties, famous for quality 
from coast to coast. 

Why pay 25¢, 30¢ or more 
for your quality cigars when 
you can get full size top 
quality Selection No. 1 for 
such low, low prices, now! 


901055.75 
100 fo $10.97 


Thousands of satisfied customers. 
Selection No. 1 covered by our regu- 
lar guarantee, Full refund if not 
completely satisfied. 


mes @@ ORDER TODAY om = 
HAVANA FLORIDA CO. j 
Dept. A-24 94 River St., Hoboken, NJ. 


GENTLEMEN: Please ship me 
your Selection No. 1 under full 
guarantee of satisfaction. 


0 S50 for $5.75 [ 100 for $10.97 
Total Enclosed $__.__=SESEE 


i 

iy | 
OO ————— 1} 
J 


5 foreign coins, 10¢ 


We will actually send you, for10¢, seldom seen 
coins from Spain, Finland, Sierra Leone, Turkey 
and Czechoslovakia. Just to get your name for 
our mailing list. And we'll include our big free 
catalog of coins, paper money, collector’s 
supplies. Send 10¢, name, address and zip to: 
Littleton Coin Co. 

Dept. MB-67, Littleton, N.H. 03561 


BUILD THESE 
BEAUTIFUL 


CLOCKS 


Now at big savings: 
Send just $1 for plans 
& instructions to build 
choice of: (A) Grand- 
father (B) Steeple (C) : 
Grandmother plus  information- 
packed ae of movements, 
dials, parts & kits to build these 
& 16 other fine clocks, All 3 plans $2.50, 
Catalog alone—25¢. 


MASON & SULLIVAN CO. 
Dept. TRU, Osterville. Mass. 02655 
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Whaling Ship Chas. W. ‘Morgan, 1742"L x 1242" h. complete 
kit with carved hull, sail material, all fittings and instructions 
$24.95 plus $1.00 shipping. 


SHIP MODELS 


A ship model is a small piece of seagoin’ history. Relax- 
ing to build, the finished model lends 2 warmth and charm 
to your home or your office that nothing else can quite 
duplicate. 

Our new fully illustrated 144 page catalog shows over 
55 historic sailing ships - all available in kit form and some 
as finished models. Also shown are ships’ clocks, ships’ 
wheels, famous pictures of ships and sea, figureheads and 
decorative nautical items by the score. 


Send 25¢ for catalog to: PRESTON’S 


113-M Main St. Wharf, Greenport, N. ¥.11944 


Complete 
Instructions 


Rifled Barrel 


All Holes 
Drilled & 
Tapped 


Fully Shaped 
& 90% 
Inletted 


| Complete with all parts needed to make a | 

| handsome, fully shootable Colonial Pistol. | 
Octagonal, .45 cal. rifled barrel, front and 
tear sights. Percussion models from $22.95 
plus $1.25 shipping. Flintlock models avail- 
able. Rifle kits available from $61.45. 


| Please send FREE brochure on CVA Kits. En- | 
closed is a self-addressed, stamped envelope. | 


Name 
Address 
_————— 


State & Zip —__________ 


CONNECTICUT VALLEY ARMS, INC. 
Dept. T Saybrook Rd. 
Haddam, Conn, 06438 | 


I SELL MONEY 


Get $500 to $2 Million In Capital 
Free details about “HOW AND 
WHERE TO GET CAPITAL". Helped 
thousands. Business capital, loans, grants, cash 
to start a business ...in as little as 10 days! 
FREE TRIAL OFFER — SEND NO MONEY 

Write today . .. 2,618 sources .. . details 
rushed to you! 


GAMBLER HAT... . very sharp looking in lustrous 

finish high quality wool felt. The modern styling 

is accented by rugged leather-like hat band and its 

brass studs and decorative feather. 31" rolled 

brim. Buffalo brn. or bik. Sizes 644 to 75%. $8.95 

Add $1 handling chg. Free catalog. 
} 


PLAY GUITAR » 7 DAYS 


OR MONEY BACK 


TOP GUITARIST ED SALE'S famous 66-page 
Secret System worth $4.00 shows you how to 
play a beautiful song the first day and any 
song by ear or note in seven days! Contains 
52 photos, 87 finger placing charts, etc,, plus 


Division of 
Western Brands 
Dept. TR-10 
PHONE 303: 586-3361 ESTES PARK, COLO. 80517 


110 popular and western songs, (words and 
music); a $1.00 Chord Finder of all the 
chords used in popular music; a 
$3.00 Guitarist Book 
of Bain ledge: and 
x 8 
ips AD value NEW 
pany Sn Tuning Device 
for tuning any guitar by 
ear, 

p Total, Value ws $398 SEND NO 
dust send your name and address. On delivery pay post- 
man $3.98 plus C.O.D. postage. Or send $3.98 pilus Spe 
shipping and: handling charges with order to save wey 
costs. (Sorry, no C€.0.D. outside Continental U.S. 
remit with order.) Money back Guarantee. 
ED SALE, Studio 105 8, Avon By the Sea, N.J. 07717 


WILDLIFE XMAS CARDS 


Beautiful full-color cards in wide 
selection of subjects. 


Write for 
FREE sample 


& brochure 
a 


25/$ 4.50 =f 
50/$ 8.50 
75/$12.50 
100/$16.50 


Gian WEST CARDS 
P.O. Box 1483, Dept. TR 
Great Falls, MT 59403 


Have you ever thought of operating a 
little mall order business of your uwn. 


NATIONAL COUNSELOR REPORTS 


Dept. 86 Kerrville, Texas 78028 


FINE HANDMADE BOOTS 


Top quality at reasonable prices. Plain and 
fancy styles. Wide variety for hiking, hunt- 

| ing, riding, work or play, dress or sports. 
Sold only by mail. Write for Free Catalog. 


Austin Boot Co. 


Box 12368R El Paso, Texas 79912 


ome study course prepares men 
and women for the exciting and reword- 


ing investigation profession, SEND NOW 
FOR FREE DETAILS about course, lapel 
pin ond diploma, No sclesman will call, 


G.l. Approved for veterons training. 


eres) UNIVERSAL DETECTIVES scsi 


‘There is no other business like miail or- 
der, Start on a shoestring In your spare 
time and make a fortune fast. It strikes 
like a bolt of lightning! Millions read 
your ad and suddenly you are swamped 
with cash orders from all over the coun- 


_ 
= 


o 

~ 4 

( 4 try. MORE MONEY in 60 days than you 
could earn in a Hfetime! Let us help you 
zet started. To receive a free book and 
complete details just fill out the coupon 


and mail to: 


Mail Order Associates, Inc., Dept. 686, Montvale, N.J. 07645 
Name 
Address 
City 


State Zip 


ECRET LOANS! 


Borrow by mail in absolute privacy. Up to 
$3000 from reputable company—founded 
1897. No interviews. No co-signers, No mort- 
gages. For full details write: 
GE Dial Finance Co., Dept. 3788 

340 S.W. 8th St., Des Moines, lowa 50309 


GOOD LIVING IS...Having the 
future secure for you and your 
family in a big 5-acre parcel of 
land (larger than 40 city lots). 


Ranchos Lake Con- 
chas has something 
for everyone. It’s a 
vacation paradise 


~ , . camping, hik- 
le ing, fishing, ex- 
faz ploring ghost towns 


or growing your 

- own food. Adjacent 
to Conchas Lake and State Park it offers 
every water recreation imaginable. 


Your 5-acre Rancho is available 
for only $995 per acre (other 5- 
acre Ranchos available from $995 
to $1,995 per acre). Easy credit 
terms to fit your budget, a 100% 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE AND 
EXCHANGE PRIVILEGE. Com- 
plete and return the coupon today! 
You have nothing to lose and 
everything to gain. 


RANCHOS _ 
[u.Axs CONCHAS 


Administrative Center, Box 2005DTM 
1350 Park St., Alameda, CA 94501 


Please rush me your colorful information 
packet. | understand that | am under no a 
obligation whatsoever. 


| 
| 
| 
1 am 
l 
| 
I 
I 


A statement and offering statement has béen filed ) 
Department of State of the State of New York. The filli ling dpes’ 
not constitute approval of th’ sale or lease or offer fapsalang Or 
lease by the Department of State or any officer theregh or @iat 
the Department of State has in any way passed upon t@g may 
of such offering. A copy of the Siesne statement is 


HOT DOUBLE 
OFFER! 


«+. and almost everyone 
is a prospect 


TAKE THE 
FOOLISHNESS 
OUT OF 
STEAMCLEANING 


© Air Conditioning 
® Animal Farms 
Boats, Marinas 
Building Cleaning 
Business Machines 
Cafes, Hotels 


SUKI... 


Cycle Sh 

Dales 3 ee lightweight, 
‘arms, Ranches . Bare 
Fish Markets quick-firing, 
Fur Farms long-lifed, 


jj easy to oper- 
ate, the choice 
of steam cleaners. 
@ \.P. gas fired and 
at a price users can 
live with. 


Garages 
Ice Plants 
Industrial Plants 
Lawn Mower 
Meat Markets 
Print Shops 
Refrigeration 
Saw Mills 
Service Stations 
Super Markets 
Truckers 
Veterinarians 


DESIGNED FOR SIMPLICITY. 
LOW MAINTENANCE COST— 
NO SMOKE OR FUMES. 


BIG MONEY 
2 WAYS 


Produces 


Hot FASTI 


Steam 
DEALS $941.Q50 


1. DEVELOP YOUR OWN SUKI) DEALERSHIP— [~—~—————————————— a 


: an CLEAN UP. RIGHT HERE | 
SE ei Filling Demand All Over Your ! Get All The Facts! 


Earn a giant $150.00 profit per sale. Dozens of different | eee Dept. T-10| 
kinds of businesses . . . service stations, garages, fac- O. Box 1653, Scottsdale, Arizona 85252 | 


tories, farmers, etc, . . earn extra profits by saving Tell me how to clean up with newly | designed 
time and work cleaning their property and equipment. nie instant steam cleaning machine! | 
Keéps customers happy, too. ere’s check or m.o, for $219.50—rush one 


2. BE A SUKI! FRANCHISE DISTRIBUTOR—Earn 
Biggest Profits, Realize Your Dreams 


Openings available right now for top-flight men and 
organizations qualified to step into the booming 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
Program with 
| 
| 
| 
| 
l 


Shipped from 
factory near 
Sioux Falls, $.D, 


demonstrator machine $369.50 retail value) and | 
moneymaking details. 

© Tell me how to get started as SUKII dealer. ] 

O How do I qualify for ee Winter Nat FRAN- 
CHISE and PROTE D TERRITORY as a | 
SUKII aiedbuterh 


PHONE 


SUKII picture. Unique moneymaking 
protected territory. NAME | 
MAKE YOUR SUKII PROFIT CHOICE I 
SU pe MAIL COUPON TODAY! ADDRESS, | 
P.O. BOX 1653 (Please do NOT use P.O. Box No.) l 

INTERNATIONAL Soe eaotay SINE 3 ! 
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Yi, 
Outdoor 


Sporting Specialties 
Maine EL Shoe 


Designed and manufactured 
by us for hunting on bare 
Bround or snow. Fully 
grained, silicone treated up- 
pers give firm support. Wa- 
terproof rubber bottoms have 
durable, non-slip tread. Split 
backstay prevents chafing. 
The most widely used sport- 
ing boot in the world. 
Heights 6” to 16”. Men's 
whole sizes only. 3 
to 14, D, EE 
andFF, Two 
colors: Tan 
and Brown. 


Sheepskin Innersole for extra warmth. Leather 
arch for support. Sizes 3 to 14. Price $3.25 postpaid. 


() Send Free Catalog 


Ship. 8” Me. Hunt. Shoe @ $22.50 postpaid 
Size Clr See 

Ship____10” Me. Hunt. Shoe @ $25.00 postpaid 
Size. Color. 

Ship___12” Me. Hunt. Shoe @ $28.00 postpaid 
Size Cole 

Ship Innersoles. Size __ @ $3.25 postpaid 

Name 

Address 


Zip 


L. L. Bean, Inc. 


735 Main St., Freeport, Maine 04032 


develop pulverizing 
hand power! 


with the all-new 
KARATOK Gripper. 
Takes just 5 
minutes a day. 
Just $9.95 p.p 


results guaranteed. 
Now turn hands, wrists, and 


arms into granite-hard arsenals 
of power. 


The secret is the KARATOK Grip Bevstanet 

Based on centuries-old Japanese Karate-training 
techniques, KARATOK was first invented to help 
students of Karate develop crushing hand power. 


Almost overnight, KARATOK begins building 
power-packed athlete's hands—sinewy and mus- 
cular. 


Yes, new KARATOK helps you build a GRIP OF 
IRON—a tremendous PLUS for boxing, wrestling, 
golfing, tennis, baseball, football—and self- 
defense. 

Easy to use. Simply slip fingers into grippers, 
and slowly squeeze! You'll FEEL new power surge 
into every tendon, every ligament of your hands, 
wrist and fist. Just 5 minutes a day is all it takes. 


| MARGRACE CORP., Dept. K-53 

201 Lincoln Bivd., Middlesex, N.J. 08846 
| Yes, | want to start building powerful, granite- 
hard hands, wrists, and forearms. 
! enclose check (or money order) for just $9.95. 
Send me immediately the KARATOK Grip De- 
veloper to try in my own home. If not delighted, 
| may return the KARATOK in 10 days for full 
refund, No questions asked. 


Name___ “ == a 
Street 
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ITS A WHOLE NEW DYNAMIC 
INDUSTRY IN THE MAKING! 


INVISIBLE VINYL REPAIR 


Men And Women.... 
PROFIT BIG TODAY 
AND BUILD A 
SECURE FUTURE! 


Earn more in a day than many folks do in a week . 

in a great and growing new field. Turn torn, ripped, 
scorched, and discolored vinyl, naugahyde, leatherette 
upholstered sofas, seats, stools, couches, booths in 
homes, offices, auto dealers, schools, hospitals, res- 
taurants, bars into LIKE-NEW again! You do it 
invisibly, professionally, perfectly for a fraction of the 
replacement cost... and that fraction can make you 
rich! Imagine, a $150.00 chair... torn and worn... 
you repair it invisibly like new and get paid $20.00! 
Your cost ...a few cents and a half hour's time! 
That's the money-making magic in Vinyl Repair! 


Get Full Details FREE! 


We'll put you in the Invisible Vinyl Repair business 
in your community now .. . spare time, full time... 
We'll provide you with all equipment, toois, materials, 
supplies, know-how . .. AND we'll show you how to 
do professional work that brings top prices. No sales- 
man will call. Get exciting facts Free by mail. 
Ale] Vinyl Industrial Products, Dept. 887 
2021 Montrose Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60618 


IN B&W OR 
rv. COLOR 


Full color posters from any color 
photo or slide, Great gift, or gag, 
or room decoration. 


172x2 Ft.— 


age YOURSELF 


$7.50 


Tatty Ft.—-$4,50, 2x3 Pt— 914.50 


B&W POSTERS from any b&w or 
color photo, Polaroid, cartoon or 
Ween pen slides end a) 
negatives, a -00 per poster. 
Better Originals produce better 2 = 3 er -3350 
posters. Ps > ; 
RUSH SERVICE: Shipped 1stclass  LLV2%21:$2,50, 3x4/:$7.50 
in 1 day. Add $2 per poster. No rush on color, 

Original returned, en or pp. & hd. for EACH item 

N.Y. res, add tax. No C.0. 


PHOTO POSTER Dept. Racal E. 23 St., N.Y. 10010 


Heathkit Metal Locators 


es 
w Heathkit locators offer pro- 
/ fessional features at low kit 


GD-348 4 prices. Produce both audible 
Metal & visible detection signals. 
Locator Solid-state circuitry for easy 


assembly & trouble-free oper- 
ation. Priced from $64.95*. Free 
catalog describes over 350 fun- 
to-build kits. 
* Mail order prices; F.0.B. factory 
Write for your FREE '74 Heathkit Catalog 


Heath Company, Dept. 204-10 
Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022 


gg9° 
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AMERICA'S TOP BUSINESS GREETING CARDS 


Customer Cards 


Guaranteed to increase your 
business, or they cost you 


nothing! FREES Sturtes 
HARRISON PUB. CO. Dept. RC 
Box 3079 Asheville, N.C. 28802 


$$$ GAMBLE LEGALLY $$$ 


Residents of any state invited to enter honest-legal 
Stale Government! Lotteries. Thousands of Winners 
Weekly — Millionaires every month — Cost little as 
50¢ lo enter. Government sponsored & winners 
paid by State Treasury. Information sent on 28 
USA & Foreign Lotteries. Information & specimen 
Entry Blanks for $3.00 cash, check, or M.O. pay- 
able to ICP, BOX 5128, WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
27103. 


N 


Imagine making up to 
$100°° in a single hour 


..operating a ‘business 
you can carry in your 


Top Merlite Dealers 
prove it’s possible! 
They report cash 
earnings of $25.00 
... 950.00... yes, 
even $100.00 AND 
MORE fromjustone . 
hour of easy spare-time work! Their 
“secret”? They show SELL-ON-SIGHT 
Merlite Jewelry to friends and custom- 
ers — and earn a 200% PROFIT on 
every effortless sale! 


| a business you can go into without special 


training or experience... a business that doesn't 

require a penny’s investment . . . a business you 

can literally carry in your pocket— —BUT a business 

that our better Dealers report has paid them PROFITS 

~ high as $25.00 to $100.00 in a single spare-time 
our! 

Impossible? Not at all! Just mail the coupon below, 
and we'll get YOU started in this amazing business 
one week from today! 

Merlite Industries, a fa- 
mous name in Direct Selling 
for 27 years, has assembled 
an incomparable collection of 
the world’s most beautiful jew- 
ery: rings, watches, earrings, 
pendants, crosses, gift items. 
There are over 400 popular 
men's and women's styles in 
all... priced to sell and sell 
FAST at just $6.00 to $120.00! 


JUST SHOW . . . AND SELL! 
It's YOUR chance to make a bundle of extra money! 
Just show Merlite Jewelry to folks 
you know — friends, neighbors, rela- 
tives — and we'll give you a sen- 
sational TWO HUNDRED PERCENT 
PROFIT on every Merlite item they 
buy from you! When someone buys a 
$15.00 ring, YOU keep $10.00! When 
someone buys a $75.00 watch, YOU keep $50.00! 

It’s as simple as that! Just show our jewelry, write 
up the orders, and put your profit in your pocket! And 
we do mean '‘show."’ Don't even try to sell Merlite 
Jewelry — because it isn't necessary! You'll quickly 
find our that these gorgeous creations really do sell 
themselves — on sight — wherever you show them! 


SEND FOR FREE PROFIT OUTFIT 

Best of all, you can get going 
in this fantastically lucrative 
business for the price of a post- 
age stamp! Just mail the coupon, 
and we'll rush you EVERYTHING 
you need to start making money 
NOW: 64-page, full-color Customer Presentation Cata- 
logue, detailed Profit Manual, Ring Sizer, Wholesale 
Order Forms, Bonus Profit Plan, and much, much more! 
There's no charge or obligation, nothing to return... 
so mail the coupon TODAY! 


MERLITE INDUSTRIES, INC. Dept. 1240 ! 
114 Fifth Avenue, New York. N.Y. 10011 ] 


| SOUNDS GOOD! Rush me everything | need to get | 
| started — FREE and without obligation! 


| CMR. 2 MRS. (Miss 
TAMER oe rit od Rs 2 2.22225 cee | 
PR ADDRESS. fatha4 tuo. 8 gk 1a dataset pian | 
GLE Sac. ee ARO UNO?, Kh, ad eR | 

STATES. SEL Ga am Es ZIP ne: I 
Oe ee ees 


wands THE BEST! _s.ce1 Stich, 


ADJUSTS TO 


SUITCASE 


Patented 
Guaranteed 
ules with coin to driver, chipper, 1, 2, 3, 4, 
5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 3 putters and 3 wedges. Patented 
top-quality shaft is trouble-free and closes to 
24” for travel. A deluxe gift. an hand only — 
specify mens 38”, ladies 36”. Send $50.00 
check or money order. We prepay. Dept. T, 
Brandell Products Corporation, 9580 William, 
Rosemont, IIlinois 60018. 


AUTHORS WANTED BY 
NEW YORK PUBLISHER 


Leading book publisher seeks manuscripts of 
all types: fiction, non-fiction, poetry, scholarly 
and even controversial works. New authors 
welcomed. Send for booklet TR. It’s free. 
Vantage Press, 516 W. 34 St., New York, N.Y. 


Train for an OUTDOOR CAREER 
PARK RANGER 


FREE BOOK tells how to train at home, in 
Sparetimeforrewarding, responsiblecareers 
outdoors! Ecology/Conservation/Leisure 
Time explosion has created enormous 
shortage in preniee men! Write! 
salesman will call 
NATIONAL SCHOOL, Dept. 9128-104 
Div. Technical Home Study Schools 
Little Falls, N.J. 07424 


Z/P CODE 
ALL. ADDRESSES 


DE Wa AO 
GOllmrE? 


"YEE TREgING 


de 


LEE Trevino’s instructional book, | 
CAN HELP YOUR GAME teaches 
the basics and refinements of im- 
proving your game—how to play the 
course hole-by-hole; getting the 
most out of your clubs; put power 
into your shot; putting ‘‘musts”; in- 
stant exercises...and lots more for 
the novice and expert alike. Dia- 
grams and photographs guide you 
to sure-fire skill. 


SEND $1.25 plus 10¢ postage for each 
book to: 


GOLF BOOK ; 

TRUE Magazine 

P.O. Box 100 

Greenwich, Connecticut 06830 


NATURE’S WAY TO 
ELIMINATE YOUR SPARE TIRE. 


Willpower. Guaranteed to . 
reduce your waist in 14 days. oo 
And we're not putting you on. 

Let's be honest about dieting. 

There are all kinds of contraptions 
hanging around these days, designed 
to help you lose your middle. 

Probably you've tried a few already. 
Magical belts? Massagers that rub you 
the wrong way? 

Maybe you've been attacking your 
problem with diet pills, and losing 
something more than you bargained for. 
Like your sanity, perhaps. 

At last, a scientific method to reduce 
your waistline. 


let you 
know. With those 

grumbling hunger 

pains that come much too soon 
after you've eaten. 

But if you do toe the line in 
vitamins, minerals and protein 
your meals will meet your 
body's needs. And you won't 
cheat between them. 


Your body is a highly complex machine. Willpower. The B6-Multi- 
And maior nutritionists will tell you that vitamin Protein Plan that 
it needs certain important fuels to keep fills you up. 


it running. 
The kind that come from nature’s 
nutrients. Protein, vitamins (B6 plus 


So, you're already taking a 
vitamin supplement. Fine. 
They're really great for your 


nine others) and minerals, all in just general health. 

the right doses. But who thinks extra 
These fuels can work for you in weight is healthy? 

losing weight in a way that is alot Willpower is specially 


easier on you and your body than 


formulated to give you 
all the diets in the world. 


every nutnent major 
Because it's natural. nutritionists say 
We can explain it by looking at you need to get your 


this simplified chart on what 


body up to the level 
happens to your body after one of 


where it no longer 


your typical meals. A hamburger, craves the bad stuff 
french fmes and a soft drink. First \ that makes you fat. 
You'll notice on the left the ( haber It took you several 
massive dose of carbohydrates. | fF ” . | yearsand thousands 
But you were already expecting | RS 4 of dollars to build 
that, weren't you? | \Ne “your spare tire. 
Bad stuff versus good /, ase With Willpower, 
nutrients. Lf it'll take a couple of 
weeks and $7.95 to 
take it off. 
uated Willpower. 
breech Unconditionally 
= guaranteed. 
And let your waist- 
line be the judge. If 
il if FA after only five days 


Mwwrds. Mites 


you're not 100% 
satisfied, we'll 

— retum your money. 
Act ae The only thing you have to lose 
is your spare tire. 


Cate. Soper Aruna V4 
hydrates Calne Fat 


Look, then on the right. You 
may have stuffed yourself. But 
you starved yourself at the 


same time. Please send me = = soittes (Each b bottle 
If you don’t reach the proper I contains 250 doses of Willpower, a full , 
level of nutrients, you'll be month's supply) for only $7.95, plus 75¢ 1 
hungry againintwohours. | for handling. Please, no C.O.D i 
Popular belief has it that an ae eS eet 
overdose of the wrong stuff ADDRESS t 
makes you fat. But the real key ery STATE ZIP I 
is not getting enough of the “ ——! 
right nutrients. When youdon't "ail to: Willpower t 
reach the level of nutrients you 1030 Windsor Pkwy. 
need, your body is the first to Atlanta, Ga, 30319 ria A 


Sn pe ES eT 


All orders processed in 24 hours 
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FREE <Aiatow | 
CATALOG OFFER | 


Send me your fully illustrated | 
color catalog of the complete 
line of Kirsten pipes and 
accessories. 


NAME — 


Fie) eee Bee eng 


McGREGOR, ARROW, MANHATTAN & PURITAN 
Jackets, Sweaters, Slacks, Shirts, Sportswear. 
Only in our FREE Catalog in LARGE SIZES ., . 
Sleeves to 38; Waists to 60; Bodies 4” Longer. 
Plus 200 Shoes & Boots. Sizes 10AAA to 16EEE. 
Master Charge, BankAmericard, American Express. 
Your Satisfaction is Completely Guaranteed. 


Height__; 
Name 
Address 


Weight___; Shoe Size—__ 


PIPE CO., INC. 


PO Box 70526 TM-10 
WA 98107 


6564 King-Size Bldg, 
ne 


Seattle 


SENSATIONAL 
OFFERS IN ONE 


ONLY 10¢ 


1. Valuable centennial post- 

age stamp as illustrated pic- 

turing the first U.S.A.stamp 

23 ever issued — 1847! 

2. Big collection of 19 all-different U.S. 

Stamps: 19th Century, $5.00 stamp, etc. 

3. Collection of prized Commemoratives: 

Civil War, a Mississippi Riverboat, many 

others. Also, other exciting stamps to ex- 

amine free. Buy any or none, return balance, 

cancel serviceanytime—but all 3 offers (plus 

Wonderful Itustrated Catalog) are yours to 
keep! Send 10c — TODAY! 


H.E. Harris, Dept. C-918, Boston, Mass.02117 


TITANIA 


the miracle jewel stone you 
read about in The Reaper's 


Hone 8 DIAMONDS 


MORE BRILLIANT and 
——— 


Powerful electronic detector 

finds burred gold, silver coins, 

etc. Write or call for free 

catalog. Dealer inquiries 
invited, 


= Financing Available 19.95 
Phone day - night (713) 682-2728 ta 


RELCO, dept.p-43 198.50 


“LISTEN IN" TO POLICE-FIRE RADIO pas IN_YOUR CAR! 


Works wink ty eli ata ne or 
Home aid CH ust Plugs in - No 
tring minute hookup! Switches 
ar from regular radio to Ail 
lice - Fire - Emergency - Taxi - 
State = Gov't 2 way radio calls! 
Works Everywhere - anyeimel Dual 

Band 36-49 & 150-17) MHZ, 
(crab tee M.O,) 


SEND ONLY $2.00 {c¥ atman 


$12.99 COD postage or send $ tk for PPd Del in USA. Com- 
plete with Special Antenna and Plog in for ose with Any Home 
or Portable idiot Full {nstructions-l year Service Warranty - 
10 Day Money Back Trial ~- Sold Only Direct from Factory. 


WESTERN RADIO, Dept. BT-10, KEARNEY, NEB. 68847 


Easy home study course prepares men and women 
for the exciting and rewarding bartender profes 
sion, SEND NOW FOR FREE DETAILS about 
course, and diploma, No salesman will call, 


UNIVERSAL ACADEMY OF BARTENDING 
~A Home Study School - 


Dept. 6, Box 8180, Universal City, Calif, 91608 eo) 


Pe SS EDO SE oP AS SS Ly, 
MAIL THIS FOR air 


LOAN by MAL 


Convenient Terms 


Fast AIRMAIL Service : 


Privacy Assured 

Pay off all your bills with a 00 | 
loan-by-mail from Postal. Only one small 
monthly payment instead of many. Over 
65 years of service. State licensed. Clip i 
and mail this ad for FREE complete Loan 
pres in plain envelope. AMOUNT 


POSTAL FINANCE CO 
Dept. 113-19 Peseta 
F‘/ 6018 Military Ave. 
Omaha, Nebraska 68104 


More Beautiful than 


Unset ‘‘Titaniat! 
jewel, 1 to S carats, 
for your own rings, 
brooches, etc. 


Per carat. 


ONLY. -----919 i 


1 carat ‘‘Titanin’ Solitaire 1 carat ‘‘Titania'' set In o 
set in a beautiful 14 kt gold Masculine box style 14 kt. 


mounting. Com- * mounting, Com- c 
plete. ONLY_.-.-- $56.00 plete. ONLY. ---$90.00 
Write for FREE HANDY RING SIZE CHART & 


120 PAGE FULL COLOR JEWELRY CATALOG. 
10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


OUR 29th YEAR! 
LAPIDARY CO. 


NEW YORK, N.Y. 10009 


bv MAIL 


Est. 
1939 


Write for FREE 
CATALOG with 
14 LENS 
SAMPLE CARD 
Thousands of 
Customers 
QUALITY READING or BIFOCAL GLASSES 
for Far & Near—for less money. 
Limited to folks approximately 40 years or 
older not suffering from astigmatism or dis- 
ease of the eye. Money refunded if not sat- 
isfied. May we serve you? Write now! No 
obligation. 


ADVANCE SPECTACLE CO., INC. Dept. 1M-1 
537 5. DEARBORN ST. * CHICAGO, ILL. 60605 


PERC ee eee 
CC State = Zip 
= Se BS ES ee ee ee ee ee 


Age—_. ' 
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MARKET PLACE 


Classifivd, 100 £ 


GENTS_WANTED. 


* 3 SERIOUS REPS EARN BIG MONEY. Instant profits! 
You can earm $50-$75 a week selling personalized 
Christmas cards to businesses, friends, neighbors . . . part 
time. Start earning top commissions today, Send $2 (re- 
funded with first. order) for complete Sales Portfolio to: 
Process Corp., Dept. Z-548, 3450 S. 54th Ave., Chicago, 
Illinols 60650. 


WHERE BARTENDERS GO FOR ADVICE 
* OLD MR. BOSTON’S Official Bartender’s Guide: New 
deluxe 53rd Edition, featuring over 1000 famous rec- 
ipes, plus dozens of mixing and service hints. Only $2.50 
(check or money order). Old Mr, Boston, P.O, Box (131) 
1814. Loulsville, Ky. 40201. 


SALESMEN WANTED 
EARN BIG COMMISSIONS soliciting delinquent ac- 
counts. No collecting or investment, Metropolitan Finance, 
1129 West 41st, Kansas City, Missouri. 
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 

OVER $16.50 an hour. Spare time at home! Rubber Stamp 
industry needs amall manufacturers, We furnish all equip- 
ment and know-how! Particulars free! Write: Roberts, 
Room RC-136-DP, 1512 Jarvis, Chicago, TL 60626. 
oe HOME IMPORT Mail Order Business. Start without 

capital, Free Report, Mellinger, Dept, H17GA, Wood- 
land Hills, CA 91364. 
I MADE $40,000.00 YEAR by Mailorder! Helped others 
make money! Start with $15.00—Iree Proof. Torrey, Box 
318-MT, Ypsilanti, Mich. 48197. 


MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 

* VINYL’S WHERE THE MONEY IS! Invisibly repair, 

refinish, recolor furniture, luggage, car tops, Quick, 
easy. Two small $20 jobs a day earn you $1,000 2 month, 
Homes, cars, offices, restaurants, unlimited customers, 
Start earning after un hour's practice. Sensational details 
FREE, VIP, 2073 Montrose, Chicago 60618. 
WORLD'S LEADING CONTEST MAGAZINE, 50c. Prize- 
winner, 1815 Central, St, Petersburg, Fla, 38705. 
$300.00 WEEKLY POSSIBLE—stuffing envelopes. Sturt 
immediately! Details, $1,00 (refundable). Royal-QM4, 
Box 36643, Los Angeles, 90036. 


fot ad rates wrote 


Olne, Clea re 


* ~~ MONEY-MASTER’S MANUAL Reveals Secrets for 
ACNE Wealth. Details, $1. Sealy, 7128 N. 32nd 
IMMEDIATE “EARNINGS STUFFING ENVELOPES. Be- 
ginner’s Kit, $1.00 (refundable). ‘Lewcard’s’’, Brea, 
California 92621 
OF INTEREST TO MEN 

ok TIES, $1.95 EACH. Sullivan, 790 President St,, 

Brooklyn. N.Y. 11215. 

OF INTEREST TO ALL 

ok TAPES. RECORDERS. SOUND EQUIPMENT, Dis- 

counts! Catalog $1.00. Tower, #33098, Wash. 20028. 
FASCINATING SPECIAL INTEREST BOOKS. Tilustrated 
catalog. Send 25c, Nationwide Shopper, 3% 8S. LaSalle, 
Room 825-C, Chicago 60603. - 
ok SAVE GAS! INCREASE POWER! Trucks, Boats, 

Cars, Electronic Ignition Systems. Manufacturer double 
guarantee! Power Spark! $4.95 plus 50¢ PH. Kenmill, 
736A East Maple, Canton. TL 61520. 
CRIME FIGHTERS! Police-Detectives-Investigators-Infor- 
mation $1.00 (refundable). Don-Q, Box 548-C, Sesttle, 
Washington 98111. _ 
POKER PLAYERS Learn mistakes players make, Become a 
winner. Send $1.00. Marg-Rich Co., Dept. 101, 4704 
Wesley St.. Greenville, Texas 75401. 

EAL ESTATE 

* BIG... FREE. FALL CATALOG! Over 2,500 top 

values in 39 states coast to coast! United Farm Agency, 
612-TM West 47th St., Kansas City, Mo, 64112. 


$1.00 ACRE! USA and Canada. Lists, photographs athe 

oe Lands, 220-T Delaware, Buffalo, N.Y. 14202. 

ALOG! PHOTOS! Coast to coast farms, 

retirement, investment, All types, sizes, 

prices. Safe-Buy Real Estate Agency, Inc., 1228 N. 

Hayes-TJ, Oak Park, Til, 60302. (Phone: 312-287-1300). 
EDUCATION—HOME STUDY 


DETECTIVE COURSE. Free Information, Universal De- 

tectives, Box 8180-C, Universal City. Calif. 91608. 
INVENTIONS WANTED 

oa CASH-ROYALTIES for patented, unpatented inven- 

Oakland, CA 94612. 


tions, Global Marketing Service, 2354-M ‘Telegraph, 
PERSONAL—MISCELLANEOUS 
BIRTH CERTIFICATE $1.00. “‘Phony Identification Cards’’. 
DeNohils-Box 322, Brooklyn, N¥ 11204. 
SLEEP_LEARNING—HYPNOTISM 
FREE FASCINATING HYPNOSIS INFORMATION. 
DLMT, Box 487, Anaheim, CA 92805. 
SLEEP-LEARNING—HYPNOTISM! Strange catalog free! 
Autosuggestion, Box 24-TT, Olympia, Washington. 
HYPNOTISM REVEALED! Free [llustrated Details: Povwr- 
ers, 12015 Sherman Road, North Hollywood, CA 91605. 
ADVERTISERS—AGENCIES 
“SECRETS OF SUCCESSFUL CLASSIFIED ADVER- 
TISING” tells short-cuts to bigger mall response and 
profits, includes copy-hints plus where to place your ads 
and why . . . and much more. $2.00 postpaid. Refundable. 
Free Details about millions-of-prospects for your ‘‘offer,’” 
Write S. Omessi, Dept. SO-T10. Classified, Inc., 100 Bast 
Ohio Street, Chicago, Tlinois 60611. 


CA 
xf porineas: yi 


> 


may)PERSONALIZE 


af YOUR BOOZE 


OF H Surprise your friends, have fun 
O== 3 with your “own booze’ labels. 
Gummed, 444" x 54", ready to 

use on Gin, Scotch, or Bourbon bottles or decant- 
€rs. Your name, or any name limited to 9 letters 
and spaces, printed undgr word OLD on special 
“fun-type”” label. Specify Scotch, Bourbon, or Gin 
label(s); print your name and address and NAME 
you want printed on labels; send with check or 
money order. $3 each; all 3 for $8.50. CREATIVE 
LABEL CO., P.O, Box 913, Mishawaka, IN 46544. 


«color photo or slide at a fraction 
of the price. All color posters 
dy Great on silk finish paper 


intoa W COLOR POSTER 
at Unbelievable low Cost! 


BLACK & WHITE BLOWUPS TOO! 


2itxcaft $7.50 uprte ait eat 


Vanda F309 2h x Mt. ho 


at item, handling. For prompt delivery put nam 
back of photo. Send check, cash or M.O, N.Y. 
appropriate sales tax. If you send slide or negative 
each size, SUPERSPEED SERVICE shipped 1st class mall and 


$1.50 per item. 
Dept. TR-104 


Congers Color Labs Congers, N.Y. 10920 


plus $1.85 
postage 


Gold toned letters spell out any name you re- 
quest to form the numbers of this stunning 
clock. Matching hands accent the walnut 
grained vinyl covered hardboard face. 12 x 12 x 
114”. “D" battery. 3 weeks delivery. Check, Mas- 
ter charge or BankAmericard (send no. & exp. 
date). Quality Gift Catalog 25¢ 


SLEEPY HOLLOW GIFTS 


6651 Arlington Blyd. T-10, Falls Church, Vo. 22042 


| World’s warmest, 
cleanest doghouse 
1 , plies Rada corsiretion 
1 
I 
i 
1 


@ Standard opening 8” x 10” 
for smaller dogs. Cut to 
12” x 16” for large dogs. 


© Drain Plug in base, easily 
cleaned with garden hose. 


® Fits easily in a station 
wagon 


utilizes body heat and 
produces optimum 
insulation. 


@ Floor raised from ground 
level for added insulation, 
no foundation required. 


@ Fits any sized dog. Weighs 
only 20 Ibs. 40” x 34" x 


© Colors available: green, 
blue, yellow. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

1 

{ 

{ 

| 

I 

20 ibs. 4C I 
22" high yet big enough © No fiberglass to irritate | 
I 
j 
1 
1 
I 
1 
| 
I 
I 
I 


to hold a 6 foot man. dog’s skin 


FERGUSON MANUFACTURING, INC. 
P. O. Box 408, Richmond, Missouri 64085 


I'd like ___ Canine Castles at $39.95 each. 
| enclose my check or money order for 


— 2nd 3rd 


Name — 
uw 


Address. 


City. State Zip. 
Freight collect T 


I 

I 
I 

i 

I 
1 

t Color choice: 1st 
I 

I 
I 

I 
L 


VITAMINS FOR YOUR HAIR. 


UNTIL NOW THE BEST HAIR CON- 
DITIONER AND BALDNESS PRE- 
VENTATIVE WENT ON YOUR HEAD. 
NOW IT GOES IN YOUR MOUTH. 

The last thing you need about your thin- 
ning hair is something that will insult your 
intelligence. 

So we're going to give it to you straight. 

Anything you rub on, pour over or spray 
in your hair is at best temporary or at worst 
sheer witch doctory. 

The secret actually comes from within. 
The secret of a well balanced diet. 

HEAD START IS A VITAMIN AND 
MINERAL COMPOUND DESIGNED 
TO HELP JUST ONE PART OF YOUR 
BODY. YOUR HAIR. 

Head Start’s job is to keep your hair 
from starving to death. Dying. 

Cosvetic Laboratories developed Head 
Start to supplement your 
diet with just the vita- 
mins and minerals (in 
megadoses) that nu- 
tritionists say are re- 
sponsible for healthy 
hair. 

Ordinary commercial 
vitamins and other food 
supplements are fine, but 
they are just not designed to do 
what Head Start will. And since your hair 
grows seven times faster 
than your body cells, your 
hair needs more. | 

Only Head Start has the | 
proper vitamins and min- 
erals in the right doses for | 

| 
| 


me 


the healthiest possible hair. 

IS HEAD START AN !' Name 
EFFECTIVE BALDNESS 
PREVENTATIVE? | Address 

In cases other than he- 
reditary baldness. Bald- | City 


ing occurs for the same 
reason dry unconditioned 
hair does. 


Yes, I need a vitamin for my hair 
bottles of Head Start 
at $7.95 each plus 75¢ for handling. 
(reg. $9.95) Pluts a free booklet on 

your hair care, If I'm not satished, 

you agree to return my money. 


(Balding is by no means limited to men. 
Over 7,000,000 women suffer from a hair 
or scalp disorder. One that could be 
correctable.) 

After over three years of testing and 
daily use thousands of Head Start users 
state that Head Start can arrest balding, 
condition hair—and in some cases new 
growth has actually begun. 

NEW IMPROVED FORMULA. 

A late report from dermatologists has 
determined that hair simply won't grow 
without zinc sulfate. 

We've increased zinc sulfate in our for- 
mula by a factor of ten to assure that your 
body and bloodstream will have the food 
your hair needs. 

And zinc sulfate is only one of Head 
Start's 12 ingredients. 

DO YOURSELF A FAVOR. START 
USING YOUR HEAD AND MOUTH. 

Take advantage of our special 
offer in the coupon below, and 
try Head Start for 30 days. If you 
feel the results are unsatisfactory, 
you can return the unused 
portion and we'll return 

your money. Head Start 

is unconditionally guar- 

anteed. Because it'll get 
to the root of your hair 
problem. 


Cosvetic Labs, 

Head Start Div 
1030 Windsor Pkwy. 

Atlanta, Ga 30510 19 


All orders processed in 24 hours. 
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SHIRTMAKER TO THE STARS 


miagr 


LE BLEU 
JEANS SUIT 
$49.95 


The Western Look With a French Accent! In tradi- 
tional heavy-duty blue jean fabric (machine wash- 
able) . . . with orange contrast stitching and new, 
European style shirttail. Unique square brass but- 
tons. Color is Blue Jean. Jacket Sizes: S-M-L-XL. 
Pants: 30 to 40, even waist. Give both sizes. Pants 
shipped with unfinished bottoms. 
Order No. 4103 .. . $49.95 


‘‘BANDANA” SPORT SHIRT with 
epaulets, in coordinated Red or Tan 
"bandana" print, washable, S-M-L-XL, 
Order No, 4111... $14.95 ' 


YOUR SATISFACTION IS GUARANTEED 
SEND FOR FREE MEN’S FASHION CATALOG, 


SIZES 
Quantity Item Color Jacket Pant Shirt Price 


[suit | Blue ia 

Red aie 

[shirt [Tan | | | | 

Postage 1.0 
Total 


os 


N.Y. residents add sales tax 


Eltnélosed4 = 
COD's) or Charge my Credit Card: 


CO Diners Club C1 American Express 
O Bankamericard 1) Master Charge 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
2 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Check, M.0. (No 
Card 
Expiration 
Date 


Signature 
Credit Card Phone Orders (212) 586-4826 (24 hrs.) 


Name 


Address 


iy = ——— side 
© Send me FREE Men's Fashion Catalog 


Zip 


Gra TO THE STARS 


830 Seventh Avenue, Dept. OT, , N.Y.C. 10019 | 
4 
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TREASURE HUNTER (from page 85) 


jor problems: the customs inspection that 
the Peruvians sometimes made of outgo- 
ing luggage which they suspected might 
contain antiquities, and the possibility of 
the Batres’ getting to a telephone and 
warning the authorities to pick me up. 

I purchased the largest flight bag I could 
find at the gift counter, large enough to 
hold my 28 pieces of gold. I made the 
transfer in the men’s room, and then went 
back into the airport lobby and placed the 
flight bag on a seat. In order to appear as 
unconcerned as possible, I left the bag 
there and walked back to the gift shop. 
Acting out the casual routine of souvenir 
shopping, I purchased a few trinkets and 
a sterling-silver cigarette lighter embossed 
with Incan figures. 

When the flight was called, I sauntered 
past the departure lounge to see how many, 
if any, tourists were being searched prior 
to boarding. Frequently, intensive exami- 
nations are made for the very sort of 
objects I was transporting. I also scanned 
the unmistakable plainclothes police in the 
lounge, trying to see if they were on the 
lookout for me. Things seemed quiet and 
normal—only one man was asked to open 
his briefcase for inspection. 

Perspiration streamed and my pulse 
quickened as I picked up my flight bag 
and opened the door into the lounge. 
When you are trying to smuggle some- 
thing past a customs inspector, you de- 
velop total paranoia: everyone is looking 
right at you—everyone is against you. I 
forced a friendly smile. The customs man 
smiled, waved me past, and said: “Buenas 
tardes, senor.” My tension dropped, and 
I felt lightheaded. I said, “Buenas tardes,” 
And meant it. It was a very, very “good 
afternoon.” 

The airline clerk passed me through 
the door. I climbed into the plane, flopped 
into my seat and then asked the steward- 
ess for a drink, presto pronto. 

That night, I Janded in Panama and 
caught a flight to New Orleans. Upon my 
early morning arrival, I walked up to a 
sleepy-looking customs official and handed 
him my U.S. customs form. On the form 
I had listed the gold as “Indian artifacts,” 
and in the space marked “Value,” I had 
simply drawn a line. I had no idea of the 
value of the contents in the bag, and was 
unaware of the necessity for a gold-import 
license. The customs man glanced at the 
form as I opened the bag for inspection. 
Because the gold was dirty and the light 
dim, it must have looked to him like a 
canvas flight bag full of junk metal. He 
passed me through without touching a 
thing in the bag. 

By mid-morning, I finally collapsed into 
a bed in the Hilton Hotel near the inter- 
national airport. My body was dirty, but 
it was not stuck in a Lima prison cell or 
an Indian grave. At last I could sleep. 

That afternoon I showered, shaved, 
and ordered pancakes, sausage and three 
glasses of milk. As I spread my treasure 
out on the rumpled bed, I began planning 
the next move. Miami was out. New York 
was a market, but I quickly discarded 
the idea—too many dangers there. Sud- 


ure-hunting expedition. Perhaps I might 
sell the gold in Atlanta, Georgia. 

I made a few calls and located Morton 
in Birmingham, Alabama. He was talking 
to some businessmen about land develop- 
ment in Honduras and told me some of 
them might know of a quick market. 

I caught an early evening flight and 
Morton met me at the airport. We went 
right to a meeting at the huge home of a 
major building contractor, and there, in 
the presence of three other wealthy citi- 
zens, I introduced the subject of gold. 

To my surprise, two of the men in the 
room were on the advisory council and 
board of directors of a large southern 
museum. 

They arranged a meeting with the cura- 
tor of the museum. He was impressed 
with the collection, and we settled down 
to business quickly. We agreed to a figure 
of 15 times each object’s weight in gold, 
and I offered to let him select as many 
pieces as the museum could afford. 

That afternoon, the curator of the 
museum started calling prominent and 
wealthy men who helped support the mu- 
seum, Further phone calls were made the 
next day, and a luncheon was arranged. 

Six of the museum's staunch patrons 
attended the luncheon. Although most of 
my gold was being held in the museum, 
I had a few smaller pieces along to show. 
I told them about treasure hunting and 
gave them a frank account of the entire 
affair with the Batres brothers in Peru. 

That afternoon, the supporters of the 
museum went individually to view the gold 
artifacts and make their own evaluation. 
By that evening, I was informed that the 
museum had received $26,000 in contribu- 
tions for the purchase of some of the 
gold artifacts. 

The following morning,I went back to 
the museum and the curator took me down 
to the vault in the basement. A balance 
scale was sitting on a workbench, and he 
picked the pieces he wanted, one by one, 
and weighed them. Finally he made his se- 
lection—11 pieces in all. After handing me 
the remainder in my canvas flight bag 
along with a check for $26,000, he accom- 
panied me to the bank in order to expedite 
the cashing of the check. Within an hour, 
Thad picked up five packets of $100-bills. I 
dropped them in the bag with the remain- 
ing gold. T 


NEXT MONTH IN TRUE 


A FATHER REMEMBERS 
“Reckoning itinmidnight 
fevers, spilled milk, dirty 

diapers, pot busts, 
abortions, divorces— 
then my children have 
been oneazth as long as 


~denly some quirk of memory produced the 


name of Beauregard Morton, the lawyer I 
had met with his wife on a previous treas- 


rocks and water.” — 


Us Tareyton smokers would rather 
fight than switch! 
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Warning: The Surgé\n General Has Determined co 8 cre can t 
That Cigarette Smokilig Is Dangerous to Your Health. ee RoR Sn ire 
yask® 
King Size: 21 mg. “tar”, 1.4 mg. nicotine; 100 mm: 21 mg. “tar”, 1.5 mg. nicotine; 5 


av. per cigarette, FIC Report March ‘74. 
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All the reasons you had 


» It plays everything in 
® 4-channel. Yet it isn’t 
complicated. Doesn't 
cost a bundle. And it 
even remembers your 

stereo collection. : 
The Panasonic 
RE-8585 lets you hear 
4-channel records, tapes 
and broadcasts. And 
because it’s a discrete | 
system, it lets you hear 
4-channel the way it 
should be heard. 
Through four separate = 
and distinct 
channels of sound. 
That’s why RCA, 
Warner, Elektra, Atlantic 
and other recording companies 
, chose discrete for their 
4-channel records. And 
why every 4-channel 
8-track tape is 


To hear all this 


for not buying 4-channel 
& just disappeared. Ss 


| Introducing the 
» Panasonic RE-8585. 


recorded in discrete. 


Panasonic. 
Discrete 4-Channel 


4-channel music, 
the RE-8585 gives 
you all this: 

An 11" automatic 
record changer with 
Our built-in CD-4 
demodulator and semi- 
conductor cartridge for 
4-channel records. 

An 8-track tape player 
for 4-channel cartridges. 
An FM/,-i/FM stereo 
radio that also plays 

| 4-channel broadcasts. 

8 =And four full-range air- 
mea suspension speakers. 
The RE-8588 even 

| improves the sound 

of stereo records, 
tapes and broadcasts 
thanks to our exclusive 
Quadruplex IV“circuitry. La 

The Panasonic RE-8585. 43am 
It's one of our Series 44” == 
systems. Butit’s also y fA 
all the reasons you @ 
need to enjoy & 
4-channel now. 


Young Timmy Morrow is a very versatile hunter. Which is why 


he carries our very versatile Savage Model 24. 


hunting squirrel and you see quail. 
Well, you can’t shoot them with a 22. 
But if you have that shotgun barrel 
right under your arm, too, you've 
got quail.” It’s that simple. 

The Model 24 is The Fun Gun, 
ideal for everything from 
plinking through hunting 
squirrel, rabbit, quail, tur- 
key and pheasant. 

And, with the 30-30 
and 222 versions, deer 
and varmints. 

The Model 24 is 
now available in four 
handsome versions, all with 
electro-cote finished stocks 

for increased resistance to 

weather. 
Our 24-V offers a com- 
bination of 30-30 over 
20 gauge and the pop- 
ular 222/20 gauge. The 

20 gauge takes regular 
and 3” mag. shells as 

well as slugs for larg- 

er game. Monte 
Carlo stock, 
checkered walnut. 

Tapped for scope. 
Just $104.95'. The 
24-D Deluxe Combi- 


I: Tecumseh, Nebraska, where Tim- 
my Morrow lives, you get to do lots 
of hunting. For many kinds of game. 

Which is why Timmy likes his 
Savage Model 24 a lot. It can get 
all the game Timmy’s after. Because 
it’s actually two kinds of gun in one. 

On top isa sharply accurate 22 rifle. 
Below is a trusty 20 gauge shotgun. 

“T got at least 150 quail in the 
last year with it,” Timmy wrote us. “ 
“T’ve been offered $200 for it. I said 
‘No!’ I may sound like an expert but 
I’m not. I’m only 14 years old. I like 
squirrel hunting a lot more now that 
I have a Savage.” 

When we talked to Timmy, we 
found out he’s more expert than he 
lets on. He’s an experienced reloader, 
for instance, a job he does to help 
with family expenses. 

Here’s a neat piece of Timmy’s 
adyice on why you ought to own a 
Model 24: “‘Let’s say you're out 


MODEL 24-V 


TAII prices shown are ~ 
suggested retail prices and are 
subject to change. Slightly higher 
in Canada. Savage and the Indian 
Head are trademarks of Savage Arms, 
Westfield, Mass. 01085. Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
Marca Registrada. 
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tm) Savage Arms, division of Emhart Corporation © 


nations are: 22 long rifle over 20 or 
410 gauge and 22 magnum over 20 
gauge. Two way top opening lever 
for right- or left-hand use. Checkered 
Monte Carlo stock. Just $83.95?. 
Our Model 24 Field Grade 
combinations are: 22 long 
rifle over 20 or 410 gauge 
and 22 magnum-over 20 
gauge. An ideal first gun. 
Two way top lever, wal- 
nut finished hardwood 
stock, attractively finished 
metal. $70,251. 
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§ And finally, our Campers Com- 
& panion. Just 534 lbs. and 20" long 


when taken down. Extra ammo 

stores in stock. The special carry- 

ing case folds to 5” wide. Has 
leather thongs for tying to back or 
saddle. Stores in smallest camper 
or boat space. 22 long rifle over 20 
gauge complete $78.70. 

For your free 24-page full color 
catalog, write: Savage Arms, T-10, 
Westfield, Mass. 01085. Please in- 

clude your Zip Code. 


» SAVAGE « STEVENS » FOX» SPRINGFIELD 


“Sand Skiing in the Sahara. Even if you don’t win the 
downhill race...it’s a beautiful way to get a suntan’ 


Cr Riss, 
BY APPOINTMENT 
TO HER MAJESTY QUEEN ELIZABETH I! 
SUPPLIERS OF “CANADIAN CLUB” WHISKY 


HIRAM WALKER & SONS LIMITED 

WALKERVILLE, CANADA 
“If skiing’s your thing, 
you don’t have to wait for 
snow. In the Moroccan 
Sahara, you'll have just as 
great atime racing down 
the breathtaking dunes in 
swim trunks or bikinis. 


- “But there are hazards... 
those sand traps you don't 
see until you're right on top 
of them. Kerplunk! 

Linda and | plopped right 
into one. That’s when she 
asked me to take her 

to the next oasis. 


“Later, we toasted our 
adventure with Canadian 
Club at the Hotel du Sud 

in Ouarzazate.’’ Wherever you go, 

people with taste agree the best is C.C. 

For them, it’s the only Canadian. 

Incomparably smooth, mellow and 
light. It’sin aclass by itself. 

‘The Best In The House’’® in 87 lands. 


6 YEARS OLD. IMPORTED IN BOTTLE FROM CANADA BY HIRAM WALKER IMPORTERS INC., DETROIT, MICH. 86.8 PROOF. BLENDED CANADIAN WHISKY. ©1974. 


Imported in bottle from Canada. =] 
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